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Thebb were few litde ^rle who came to the 
Ullage school, or joined in the play of the 
summer'a evening, with so glad a heart as 
Susan Newton ; so 1 have been told by those 
who can remember the time; — though the 
time has now long gone by, — indeed, one 
would scarce believe the wora to look at her 
now, the very picture of a breaking heart 
She has latcW- occupied a cottage in my vil- 
lage, and as her story is one from which some 
lessons may be learnt for good, I will tell it, 
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under the hope that it may be usefiil ; al- 
though the lesson is more one of warning, 
than good example. 

She did not live in this yiUage when she 
was a child, but came to live here in after- 
life. She spent her childhood in the cottage 
her parents had lived in for many years ; and 
being their only child, was soon spoiled by 
indulgence and a foolish attention which 
was paid to all her fancies. She was na- 
turally generous and gay of heart, which hid 
her faults, and made her a favourite in many 
a cottage besides her father's. It was 
always Susan Newton who headed the little 
village gang of children who trooped forth 
to {uay on the common, as no game could 
go on without her; or if any question of 
right was to be settled among them, it was 
Susan who was made the judge. 

So years passed away; and the merry 
little girl of Newton's cottage had changed 
her childish companions for those of older 
age, and the village game for the hay-field 
or the harvest. She was still the same, as a 
young woman, as she had been as a child — 
gay, kind, and open-hearted. She had many 
friends, and scarcely one who would say an 
ill word of her ; but gaiety and good-nature 
wUl not be enough to make us happy ; where 
they are not governed by religion, they are 
too likely to lead us into imprudent and 
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thoughtless actions. So it was with Newton's 
child. 

Brought up to think life was but a scene 
of gaiety and merriment^ pleased at pleasing 
others, and led by that to think she was 
fulfilling all her duty, she seldom thought 
much of what she did, or felt the need of 
denying herself. 

When very yoimg, Susan married a youth, 
who had come up to the village in search of 
work: he bore an ill character; and by his 
actions and words, he plainly showed that he 
had not the fear of God before his eyes. His 
wild unsteady manner attracted the atten- 
tion of the careless of the village ; and Susan 
thought at the time that none could be so 
happy as she was. But mere light-heartedness 
is not enough to make us happy ; when we 
act without thought, and without an intention 
to please God, we cannot succeed in life; and 
so Susan found. She and her husband took a 
cottage in his own village, and lived there 
for many years; they had several children 
during this time ; but year after year brought 
more cares and more troubles, and before 
Susan had been a wife five years, she had lost 
all her merriment, and her face had become 
worn and anxious. Her husband soon proved 
to be wilful and tyrannical ; he was sadly 
given to drinking, and his wife very soon 
losing the little influence she ever held over 
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him, he soon gave himself up to the worst 
habits, and spent his earnings away from 
home, and seldom brought home sufficient 
money to supply his wife and children with 
daily bread. Iroor Susan I It was a hard 
trial for her: her high spirits had sunk; and 
with many a tear in her eye, she would look 
around on her four little children, and cry 
again to see their pale, sickly faces, which 
want and neglect had produced. 

The cottage became dirty and neglected, 
and matters seemed to grow worse every 
day ; their living was of the coarsest kind, 
and barely sufficient to support life. When- 
ever I paid a visit to her cottage, I found 
Susan sitting among her three or four child- 
ren, as if she had given up every thing in 
despair, and thought it a nopeless case to 
attempt to save herself or them from ruin. I 
asked her to send her children to school, as 
her elder boys were well able to learn, and 
were spending their days in utter idleness ; 
but she always had an excuse ready for keep- 
ing them at home. It was never a good one, 
and it seemed that want and cruel treatment 
had produced an indolence and sluggishness, 
which made her dread any exertion for her- 
self or them. This carelessness of his wife 
only made Rogers dislike his home more and 
more. Every thing was wretched within 
doors ; his cmldren dirty and cross ; his wife 
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silent and seemingly indifferent to every 
thing ; no care taken for his comfort; so that 
he imagined he had a good excuse for staying 
away from home^ and spending the evemngs, 
and often whole nights, in the public-house. 
Bad management and ill-temper or indiffer^ 
ence in a wife oflen increase ten-fold the 
husband's faults. It is too likely, as in this 
case, that she has much true fault to find, 
and the blame lies chiefly at the husband's 
door ; but how oflen a httle mild cheerful- 
ness under trouble, a willingness to bear 
difficulties and ill-treatment, would bring 
round a husband, and reclaim him to better 
ways 1 Bad management often brings on 
more evils and misery than real poverty; 
and so, though too late, Susan found. She, 
like many others, when she found matters go 
ill, gave them up in despair, and every day 
increased her own and her family's distress: 
such conduct makes the husband imagine he 
has an excuse, when he has really none. 

In the midst of these troubles, one of their 
children died. Rogers did feel its death, and 
did feel that his cruelty had been the cause 
of it; and when he saw its poor little wasted 
body, so wan and thin from want, laid out in 
the miserable coffin they were obliged to beg 
firom the parish, because they could not afford 
to buy one, he shed tears over it. They 
were the first he had shed for many a day ; 
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and his wife was glad to see them flow, but 
she did not understand how to treat him, 
and only heaped reproaches on him for his 
conduct, instead of trying to soften him 
towards the other children : " It's your fault, 
" all of it, Jem; it's all of your getting drunk: 
" here's what's come of it. — I knew he was a 
dying this many a long day, and he wanted 
food, and I had none to give it; all the 
long nights last week, when you were out, 
it was crying for food, and I had nothing 
to give it but rinds, and what was that for 
" a little dying thing ? Oh, Jem, Jem ! God 
" will give you what you deserve for this." 
For the first time for a long while, Rogers 
took his wife's upbraiding without returning 
it with blows and oaths, and when he thought 
of the truth of what she said, and looked 
round on the squalid children that sat crouch- 
ing and crying over the fire of potatoe rinds, 
crying because " little baby was dead," (for 
even its wailing cry of pain had been an in- 
terest to them all, and made them love it,) he 
sat down and cried too. Had his wife 
known how to manage him, much might 
have been done then ; but severe reproaches 
could not be the way of bringing round a 
hardened and miserable man. The next day 
they followed the child to the church-yard : 
it was a wretched sight, the poor tattered 
rags of black that hung on the dirty clothes 
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of Susan and her children, as they followed 
hand in hand the body of the infant, whose 
very sickness had become customary to them. 
Rogers's bewildered expression, and poor 
Susan's worn and haggard look, gave a 
miserable picture of a drunkard's family. 
They returned to their wretched home : it 
was the first evening Kogers had spent at 
home for many a long day. Susan only sat 
sobbing, and giving hmts of the child's death 
being caused by her husband, while he stood 
looking vacantly out of the window ; till tired 
of her reproaches, and seeming to connect his 
trouble with better and more serious things, 
he took down the Bible, which had long lain 
neglected on the shelf, and read to himself. 
It was a consciousness that sorrow and regret 
for the past should lead him to better things; 
but he required guidance, and his wife, who 
once knew weU what was right herself, might 
have done much for him now ; but she had 
so allowed all better things to be ruined 
in her by indolence, that she did not try 
to foUow up the better feeling which seemed 
at the moment to occupy her husband's 
mind. The children only stared to see their 
father so employed, and having lost all res- 
pect for him, from hearing their mother so 
constantly blame him, and find fault with 
him in their presence, they were more 
inclined to laugh to each other at the strange 
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change; and when, with a kindlier feeling 
towards them, the wretched father called 
them to him, they only shrank from him with 
their accustomed fear, and refused to come. 
So the evening passed, and in the morning 
Rogers went out to his usual work, — but 
still more than ever anxious to forget his 
home and the miseries of the past. For a 
few days his conduct was better, his manner 
kinder, and his words quieter. But finding 
no encouragement, this improvement wore 
off, and Rogers became bad as ever. 

I mention this story of the child's death, to 
show how much may be made of the season 
of affliction, which often touches the hardest 
heart, and which is sent by God to be 
the time for guiding the wanaering into the 
paths of right. How wrong it is for a wife 
to let such blessed seasons slip away ; and 
how mistaken to spend them in heaping 
reproaches and bitter complaints, instead of 
guiding by kindness and gentleness! I well 
believe that children are often the means of 
bringing the most hardened father to better 
feeling ; and a sorrow like Rogers's for his 
infant, however unnatural it might seem, aft«r 
his own cruel conduct, was for a time real and 

fenuine, and ordered by God to do good, 
saw Rogers once or twice during this week, 
but all the use of such interviews was de- 
stroyed by the foolish conduct of his wife. So 
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time passed away, and matters grew no better 
for Susan Rogers. Other children passed her 
door, dean, healthy, and merry. She always 
sighed or murmured when she looked from 
them to her own poor ragged little ones, and 
laid all the blame in her own mind on her 
husband's conduct; she forgot she was as 
much the cause, and that an exertion on her 
part, and striving to act with diligence in 
her calling, would have made great changes. 
Other children went to school, but not hers 
— and she even thought this a matter of com- 
plaint; she forgot it was all her fault, and 
that the excuse she pleaded of poverty was 
nothing, as she had had the offer of send- 
ing them free of expense. Other cottages 
looked clean and comfortable to hers; it 
gave her a pang to see it, but she was satis- 
fied it was no fault of hers ; there was not a 
drunken husband there — ^shehad one — so there 
was no help. She forgot that many a tidy 
cottage had drunken masters, but tb^t there 
were some wives who saw it their duty f o 
make the best of things, and make uieir 
homes comfortable and (uieerfiil; and that by 
doing this, they did the best thing to reclaim 
their husbands, to make them love their 
homes, and thus to hide their faults from 
other people. Other men seemed to improve, 
her husband grew worse ; simply because she 
never tried to please him, or bear with him. 



14 THE drunkard's BOY 

while other wives did their best* There was 
no quarrelling in other houses, there was 
always in hers; but it was half her own 
making: of course, there will be quarrelling, 
where one will not give way, and give up, at 
least, sometimes; and she knew well that this 
was a christian wife's duty, and knew it 
better than her husband, for he had alwavs 
been sadly neglected from a child ; but she 
chose to wait until he began. It was waiting 
in vain, and this she might have known long 
ago ; but going on neglecting our duty, and 
acting contrary to what we know to be right, 
will blind our eyes to what is our right 
course. She made a point of exposing ner 
husband's faults to every one she talked 
with, instead of doing what a wife should — 
strive to hide them to the utmost ; and what 
was worse, she would even expose his faults 
before her children, and so destroyed their 
respect for him, and made him an object of 
fear to them alL 

Matters were not likely to improve in this 
state of things. Among Susan's children she 
had one who, in spite of all her foolish manage- 
ment, had grown up to be better in his conduct 
than could have been expected. It was her 
eldest boy, who had reached his fifteenth year, 
at the time of the event which I am now 
about to describe. He was a good-looking 
youth, with a sweet and gentle expression of 
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countenance, and a singularly quiet and 
mild manner. He had a strong affection 
for his mother, very far beyond what one 
could have expected from his mother's con- 
duct, — and a considerable feeling of respect 
for his father. He was desirous of pleasing 
them both ; and often bore, with the greatest 
patience, his father's blows and angry words. 
He was now the eldest of six children ; and 
showed the greatest kindness and attention 
to his brothers and sisters. He had been 
taught but little ; yet, what he had learned, 
he had made the best use of. Poor Susan, de- 
spite all her foolish conduct, had tried to 
teach her children many religious lessons, 
which she remembered from her own early 
education; and had always made her children 
say their prayers night and morning, and 
sometimes would read to them the Bible. Jo- 
seph, her eldest boy, had learned to read; 
and as he was quick and anxious to learn, 
he had made the best use of what his mother 
had taught him, and often read to himself for 
hours together. These few advantages had 
been, of God's mercy, much blessed to Joseph 
Rogers ; and from nis regular habit of pray- 
ing night and morning, he had learned to 
fear God's commandments, and to have a 
sense of His presence, which made him kind 
and obedient. He had oflen been struck 
with passages of Scripture which spoke of 
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the duty of children ; and he had been led, 
from them^ to fear to disobey. There is no 
doubt some children are mercifully led, by 
Gods grace, to serve Him, even when they 
have been as much ne&clected as the boy of 
whom I am speaking. It is, of course, no 
excuse for neglecting a child; because it sel- 
dom happens, and when it does, it is not 
what we have had a n^t to expect. But so it 
was with Joseph. When his father would 
let him, he was always at church, whether 
on Sundays or week-oays. Susan was fond 
of her boy ; and though she was too indolent 
to go herself to church, she was always glad 
he should go. She thought she had excuse 
enough for staying at home, from the fact of 
her husband snowing a dislike to her going. 
She forgot, or tried to forget, that his dis- 
like had been created by her own folly,— as 
she used to go to church, and always made a 
point, on those days, of paying less attention 
to her husband^s wants and wishes ; making 
out that attendance in God's house was a 
sufficiently good reason for neglecting all the 
duties of domestic life. Of course, God did 
not bless such conduct, and she soon gave up 

oing at all, because she feared her husband. 

rue, he was violent, but it was more than 
half her own fault. Joseph, poor boy, was 
often treated with unMndness by his father 
for his attention to his religious duties. But 
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he bore it quietly ; and when he saw it par- 
ticularly irritated his father, he would stay 
at home, and not go. Hard as he was, 
Rogers could not help admiring his boy, and 
sometimes almost loving him. Joseph's con- 
siderate, gentle obedience was doing more 
to reclaim Rogers than his wife's open and 
constant opposition. He certainly was the 
comfort of both, when either would take 
comfort. He often sat and watched his 
mother cry, with sorrow, and would cry too 
for her sake, and ask what he could do to 
help her. He scarcely ever left her side. 
He often bore the blows himself which 
Rogers meant for his wife ; and would take 
the children out of the way when he saw his 
parent out of temper. Joseph could not help 
seeing his parents' faults, for he was growing 
up; but he never lost his respect and affection 
for them. He knew well all his mother's feel- 
ings, and would often be ready with words 
to comfort her, and anticipate her wants by 
his ready activity. When his father came 
home late, perhaps past midnight, it was al- 
ways Joseph who sat up for him, to prevent 
his giving way to anger or violence at find- 
ing his wife gone to bed, and the house shut 
up ; and many have been the hard blows and 
cruel words 1 have known poor Joseph re- 
ceive from him for his long watching at night. 
** But it will save mother — poor mother!" he 
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would thinks and that was his comfort. He 
would keep up the dying fire for his father, 
and hide his own share of food to keep for 
his father when he returned at night, be- 
cause he knew his mother would provide 
none. Poor Joseph! I can fancy now I 
see his blue eye ana light hair, which always 
curled upon his forehead, as he would meet 
me in the lane and ask me to come and see his 
mother, or would answer some question 
I might put to him in passing. I have often 
seen him toiling home late m the summer's 
evening, laden with broken wood, carrying 
one of nis little sisters on his back, and lead- 
ing another by the hand, after he had been 
all day employed in the woods, to try and 
ease his mother, and provide for his father's 
wants. There was always a peculiarly sweet 
expression about his face, that won my atten- 
tion. The pretty green lane where he used 
to climb the hedge to gather wild flowers for 
his little brothers often recalls him to my 
mind, and seems to speak of Joseph Rogers. 
It was a dark summer's night, and the 
weather had been sultry all day, threatening 
a storm. Joseph had, as usual, been working 
hard for his mother, and taking care of the 
children. The evening had quickly closed 
in, and Kogers, as usual, was not returned 
from his work. It was harvest time, and he 
was employed in reaping. 
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He was often tired with his work, and 
returned home drunk. He had been worse 
than usual lately, and brought home but 
little for his wife and children. They were 
almost starving from want : the door of the 
cottage stood open ; the dull quiet twilight 
had sunk on the shelves and broken furni- 
ture of the little cottage; and the heavy 
thunder-clouds were rolling on along the 
hill-side. Joseph stood at the doorway ; his 
mother was out. — " It is a dark night, and 
the thunder's getting loud, Jem," said Joseph 
to his little brother ; " you mind the chil- 
" dren, and I'll go and meet mother." 
Jemmy took his place ; and Joseph ran off 
down the lane, and over the fields along the way 
his mother had gone. The lightning became 
more vivid every moment, and the thunder 
pealed loud in the distance. The boy had 
to run a long way before he met his mother. 
He saw her figure at last, leaning against a 
style at the end of a field. " Mother, mo- 
" ther," cried Joseph, " are you ill ? I came 
" to meet you. The storm gets bad ! " 
Susan gave no answer: — by this time he had 
reached her. " What's the matter, mother — 
dear mother ? Let me carry the sticks, 
and you go quickly home — I'll follow — do 
go, mother. The storm will soon be so 
bad: and then, you are afraid of the 
" thunder. I left 'em all at home ; and 
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" they*!! be terrified alone." His motiber 
loolsied up; slie was pale and friglitened. 
" Oil, Joe, Joe," said slie, y<m are a good 
** boy to your poor motlier. I don't know 
** wliere I sliould be witliout you. No, no, 
" boy — ^you go liome. I can't leave you 
" alone in tliese fields, at this dark hour : 
" never mind me : it don't matter much 
" what becomes of me now. No, no." 
Joseph was used to expressions like these 
from his mother, but he saw there was some- 
thing peculiarly wild and sad about her to- 
night—and he could not leave her. " What 
"has happened, mother?— do tell me." But 
finding he got no answer to his question, he 
again asked her to go home, and let him 
follow. She gave in at last, when he re- 
minded her of the children being all alone; 
and Joseph, taking up the large, heavy 
bundle of sticks, prepared to follow. It was 
very heavy, and ne could walk but slowly. 
He watched his mother's trembling figure 
go quickly over the field, and cried to mm- 
self, when he saw how ill and frightened she 
looked : " Poor dear mother ! it's very sad to 
"see her so. She looks so bad — I wish 
*^ she'd tell me what it is. I'd do anything 
" for her I could. All that I can do is to 
mind her, and watch her, and take trouble 
off her hands. Pray God help me to do 
it 1"— So Joseph thought to himself as he 
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toiled along over the fields. Susan's figure 
was tiow out of sights and the rain began to 
fall fast and heavy. The lightning became 
awfully vivid ; and Joseph felt afraid. He 
was quite wet through and worn out before he 
reached home; and could scarcely speak when 
he went in. His mother was leaning with her 
head and arms over a table ; the children were 
gone to bed. She looked up as Joseph en- 
tered : — " Joe, is it you?" *' Yes, mother," 
said the boy. ** Oh ! you're my dear, dear 
" boy," said his mother, throwing her arms 
round his neck ; " what should I do with- 
** out you !"— " What is it that's the matter, 
" dear mother? do tell me — at least, if you 
" wilL" Joseph could not get much from 
his mother. He heard afterwards she had 
been out later than usual, and happening to 
meet her husband returning home drunk, she 
had reproached him for his cruel conduct to 
her and her children; and he had struck her 
severely. He had used unusually severe 
language to her, and she, being worn out 
with want and sorrow, had sunk under it 
more than usual. She was broken-hearted ; 
and had stopped by the style, almost wishing 
she might die by the storm, and meditating 
destruction to herself, when the sound of 
Joseph's voice, and his kind, attentive affec- 
tion, called her back to better feelings. " I 
" will stop up for father," said Joseph to his 
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mother ; you are tired and worn — ^you go to 
" bed, mother ; do go ; you want rest." — 
" No, no ; what's the use of my life, Joe ? 
« m try to let him kiU me if he will. It 'U 
" never be too soon." With much earnest 
entreaty Joe did persuade her to go ; but he 
saw she was very faint. " You have had no 
" food all day, mother, you're faint from 
" want — here's some bread ; do eat it, 
" and try to rest: do, for my sake, mother!" 
" Where did the bread come from ?" said 
Susan, looking at it with suspicion, knowing 
there had been none in the house these three 
days. " Never mind that, mother dear, it's 
" honest bread — that's alL" The colour came 
over the boy's face. It was his own share of 
bread for three days which he had laid by 
for his mother. But he would not tell her. 
She guessed it, and the tears came into 
her eyes. 

Joseph was left alone in the lower room 
of the miserable cottage. He scraped toffe- 
ther the dying embers, and sat waiting for his 
father, it was past two, and the storm had 
much abated; but it was very dark. He 
listened to every sound. He knew his father 
would come in veiy drunk ; he always did 
if he was so late at harvest time ; and Joseph 
got every thing he could think of to meet 
his father's wants when he should return. 
All was silent up stairs; so he hoped his 
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mother was asleep. He listened at the foot 
of the stairs^ and was very glad when he 
thought she was at rest. " Poor mother 1" 
said he, with a sigh. Joseph was a ragged, 
tired, hungry boy, as he sat leaning over the 
fire. He had no comforts — ^yet there were 
few boys in the viUage that night so happy 
as Joseph Kogers. He heard footsteps ap- 
proach the house. He knew it was his 
lather's step : he listened a while longer, but 
they seemed to have gone again. He half 
opened the door, but saw no one. It was 
very strange : " It certainly was father's 
** step." The boy went out into the lane, 
leaving the door open : he was startled by a 
loud scream: it seemed to come from his 
mother's room : he ran back to the cottage : 
and heard loud screams and struggling up 
stairs: he ran up, and found his father 
getting through a window with a large knife 
in his hand: his mother was holding her 
baby in her arms closely, and crying out for 
help. Rogers had expected to find the door 
of his house locked against him as usual ; and 
coming home more drunk and irritated than 
ever, he had crept round the house, and 
climbed up to the window. Susan was not 
asleep, though Joseph thought she was ; she 
saw Rogers's shadow on the roof, and start- 
ing up, fastened the window down. Rogers 
saw her, and being infuriated, burst it open. 
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and was now descending upon the floor, 
swearing he would kill his wife. Susan was 
lying screaming in bed, holding her baby 
close to her bosom : — " Oh, father, father ! " 
cried Joseph, rushing towards him ; " mind 
** what you do : in the name of the good 
" God, don't harm mother ! "— " Hold back, 
" boy I " said Rogers, seizing him by the 
hair, and dashing him from him. " x ou're 
** always in my way : why do you come here 
" with your cant ? The force of his father's 
arm threw Joseph against the comer of the 
bed, and hurt him severely. " There ; you 
see what you've done, " said Susan ; 
you've killed your own dear boy ; him who 
never did you harm ; him a« was always 
SO good and kind." She forgot her own 
fear for the time, when she saw Joseph all 
over blood. Sogers was stopped for the 
moment ; and Susan darted down the narrow 
stairs : Rogers followed her closely. Joseph 
had recovered himself enough to rush between 
them ; and held up his arm to receive the blow 
which his father aimed at his wife with the 
knife he had with him. It was a hard blow ; 
and made a deep, horrid cut in Joseph's arm. 
The knife flew from him, and struck the chUd 
in Susan's arms: the blood flowed quickly 
from Joseph, and he was fainting with weak- 
ness. Rogers was staggered at the sight of 
what he had done : he <&ew back. 
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Susan continued screaming and holding 
out her baby towards her husband, reproach- 
ing him with all bitterness for what he had 
done. Joseph had strength enough to rise 
and open the cottage door : he led his mother 
out and down the lane. He took her into 
another cottage, and left her there with the 
baby, while he returned to his father. The lane 
was now in a state of alarm. The people came 
running down to Rogers's cottage. Rogers 
stood leaning, Kke one aghast, against the 
window. He had come to himself, yet not 
enough to have any clear recollection of what 
had passed. He could give no answer to the 
people who ran in. The children were 
screaming with terror in the upper room — 
Joseph came in pale and bleeding. The first 
thing that he saw, was his father being taken 
by a man of a neighbouring cottage: it 
struck him at once that his father might 
suffer for this night's dreadful work, and he 
forgot every thing else — he only thought of 
his father. ** Oh, don't take him ! don't take 
" him ! It was half my fault — ^I ought to 
** have watched more for his coming back. 
** Do leave father here ! Let me go, and 
"leave him I" But words, of course, were 
vain ; and, faint with loss of blood, he sunk 
down on the floor senseless. Before he reco- 
vered, his fath^ was in custody, and taken 
before a magistrate. Poor Joseph's first 
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thought on recovering was of his mother. 
He asked anxiously after her^ and would 
scarcely be persuaded not to go down the 
lane again, to break to her the sad news of 
his father's being taken. The neighbours 
saw how faint the boy was, and prevented 
him going. Susan soon heard the report of 
her husband's capture, and came back hur- 
riedly to her house. Susan had always com- 
plained of her husband, and made his home 
wretched; but she had suflScient love for 
him to feel deeply for his wretched case, 
and soon forgot his unkind treatment in his 
misfortune. It is very often the case that 
much real affection ues hidden under a 
fretful, murmuring disposition; such was 
Susan. Her chief thought now was how 
to help her husband. This became a still 
more anxious matter to her, when she heard 
it whispered among her neighbours, that, if 
the child died in consequence of the injury 
it had received, it would cost her husband's 
life. It was severely hurt, and lay, in a most 
doubtful state, in the cottage below. 

Meantime Rogers was committed for his 
trial. He refused to answer any questions 
from the magistrate. He was sullen and 
silent. He was heard to mutter some oaths, 
as he was led away, and threats against his 
wretched wife, if ever he returned. 

The child did recover, and Rogers's sen- 
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tence was six months' imprisonment. Susan 
was restored to her cottage, and Joseph was 
slowly recovering from his injuries. He was 
his mother's greatest comfort; always kind 
and obedient. He never ceased to think of 
her wants, and supply them, before she men- 
tioned them ; but he never looked well. His 
face was sometimes flushed, which gave it a 
peculiar brightness, but seemed to speak of 
slowly advancing illness. One could scarcely 
look at his bright, clear, blue eye, and the 
beautiful glow on his cheek, wimout seeing 
that poor Joseph was marked out for an early 
death. He had always been a delicate child, 
and his father's cruel conduct had much in- 
jured his health and strength. There was 
greater quietness in Susan's cottage than 
there had been for many a day. Her habit 
of dirt and indolence had so grown and 
fixed on her, as to make it a hard matter for 
her to break through it, even if she had had 
the inclination ; but still there was peace and 
quiet. Joseph was all to his mother that a 
boy could be, and she delighted to nurse 
him. She would often watch his pale sickly 
face, as the flush of fever left it, and the 
tears would steal down her cheek when she 
thought of what " she should do if Joseph 
" died." They lived on a small allowance 
made them by the parish. She often thought 
of her husband, and felt quite willing to for- 
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give and forget all ; yet she dreaded his re- 
turn ; she feared his threats ; and as the six 
months wore away, she grew more and more 
anxious. 

It was at this time that Joseph determined 
to visit his father in prison ; he hoped to be 
able to persuade him to be kinder to his 
mother when he came );)ack, than he had 
threatened. His mother did not like his 
going, as it was a long walk, and he must 
walk if he went at all. But she did not like 
to prevent him, when she saw his heart was 
set upon it. It was a long wslj for the boy, 
especially in his weak state. He reached the 
prison, and saw his father, who was confined 
among other prisoners who had been com- 
mitted for small offences. He was sitting 
sullenly and idly with his head between his 
hands, and so did not see his boy enter. 
There were other prisoners there; all, for 
the most part, seemed equally listlessly en- 
gaged as Rogers. Poor Joseph passed, half 
frightened, among them all, up to the part 
where his father was. It was a day for 
" seeing friends," so it was nothing strange to 
see the boy come in. Badly as Joseph had 
been brought up, he had always had a dread 
of a prison, and he shrunk back from the sad 
si^ht of men who were all suffering for 
cnme. He was surprised to see how pert 
and careless the other friends were who came 
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to see the priaoners^ and was glad to reach 
his father. "Father!" said Joseph, laying 
his hand on Sogers, "father, I'm come to 
brin^ you something fix>m mother, and to 
ask how you are, and to say mother's sad 
" and sorry for the past ; and she often sits 
" and cries, father, when she thinks of you in 
" the prison ; and ^he bids me say she hopes 
" you'll be good toher when you come bade." 
Kogers never took his eyes off the ground 
while his boy was speakmg; and scarcely 
looking up when he had done, only saia, 
" We'll see about that, Joel" There was 
something very cruel in his look and voice, 
which frightened Joseph, and he did not 
know what to s^. " Oh, father, father, 
" don't look so I Mother does love you, and 
she's often fiightened to think maybe you'll 
be angry when you come back ; but she 
" always said it wasn't her that got you taken." 
" — 111 have no more of your talk, so begone, 
boy I If she didn't have me taken, who was 
it ?" — " It was all my fault, father, because 
" I was not back in time to stop it. Be 
'* angry with me, but spare mother I Do, 
** dear father — do ! for she's thin and pale 
" now-a-days. Oh, father, father, do mind 
*^ me ! " said the poor boy, clinging close to 
his father's arm, while he spoke with an 
earnestness which made the other prisoners 
turn round. " Be off, boy I" said Rogers, 
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shaking his son violently from him, " I tell 
" you I'll do as I have said ; there shall be 
blood — yes, blood I and ' I've passed my 
word." Joseph turned deadly pale at these 
terrible words, and at his father's fierce 
anger. " Oh, no, no I in the name of the 
"good God who loves us, don't say so, father. 
" Think of mother — ^think of her and them 
** all at home. She's so ill, with thinking of 
" you. Poor dear mother, it '11 break her 
" heart to hear you said so." But it was of 
no use talking, Rogers would say nothing. 
He kept up a sullen silence, and poor Joseph 
sorrowfully left the prison. His heart was 
breaking ; he did love his mother, and had 
taken a long walk for her sake. He had 
hoped he might bring back better news. He 
knew she expected he would, and would 
make him tell her all when he got home. 
Susan was waiting at her cottage door, with 
the children, when Joseph returned. She 
was watching for her boy. "Here's Joe 1" 
cried the little children, glad to see him 
coming home; and his mother ran on to 
meet him. Poor Joseph could not tell her 
his sad story, but burst into tears. 

The rumour soon spread in the vilWe of 
Rogers's cruel conduct ; and poor Susan 
dreaded his coming home each day. She ex- 
pected the worst. She knew how revengeful 
he was. The neighbours were very kind* 
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but she knew not what to do. Joseph did 
all he could to comfort her. He was really 
striving to please and serve God. He never 
neglected his prayers to God for grace to do 
His will ; and God did help him with the 
gift of His holy Spirit. They that seek Him 
shall jSnd Him ; and when a young boy^ like 
Joseph, strives to seek God s help, and do 
His will, he will find help abundantly. 

He was a sickly lad, and often thought of 
the great judgment day, when he should 
appear before God ; and this made him daily 
thmk how he should live to please Him. If 
Susan, instead of fretting herself to death 
with her trials, had made the same use of 
religion that Joseph did, she would have 
been a much happier woman under all her 
miseries. At length the time came for Ko- 
gers to return. Susan had got leave to 
occupy a bam belonging to a farmer, a mile 
or more from her home. It was Joseph's 
thought ; and she was to live there, while he 
stayed at home to supply his father's wants. 
He was to watch his father narrowly, and 
when he perceived a kindlier feeling m him 
towards his mother, he was to fetch her back. 
Susan took her baby with her, and left the 
other children at home. 

Sogers returned, and Joseph waited on 
him. He was gloomy and silent, and very 
cross to his son. But Joseph did all he could. 
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He thought of his every want» and did every 
thing Susan could have done, had she re- 
mained at home. It was beautiful to see him 
going backwards and forwards from his father 
to his mother, trying to bring peace about 
between them. We mow that ^'peace-makers 
*^ are blessed," and so Joseph found. After 
a fortnight Rogers for the first time asked 
for his wife. He had never mentioned her 
name before; he had taken no notice of 
his children, who were all afraid of him, 
and kept away. He seldom spoke to Joseph, 
and when he did it was very narshly. When 
he asked for his wife, Joseph's heart beat 
high with hope. He asked for her kindly, 
too, as if he would be at peace with her. 
Joseph scarcely dared answer his father's 
question, and was sadly perplexed. " Tell 
** me, boy, where's vour mother ? you know, 
•* so tell me."—" Oh, father, don't hurt her, 
*^ and 111 tell you all ! Don't talk as you 
*^ did in the prison yonder, for poor mouier 
" does love you, though you won't think 
it. Do forgive her, father I do forgive 
and forget, for my sake — ^for mother's sake — 
for your own sake, father." Rogers looked 
confused while his boy spoke to him; he 
answered, quite softened, " Well, Joe, if you 
** are not a good boy, I never saw one yet ; 
" I won't hurt your mother — ^go and tell h^ 
'^ so, and bring her home ; and you've done 
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'' a good act in bringing together father and 
" mother. Bad as I've been, Joe, I've always 
" loved you, though I hav'n't shown it ; and 
" I always will, too : you shan't want a bit 
** while I can give it you, or I am not John 
*« Eogers I"—" Oh, thank the good God for 
^^ this I " said poor Joseph, as he ran along to 
fetch his mother home. It was a happy 
evening to him, when they were all together 
again. His mother's pale race looked brighter 
than it had done for many a long day. He 
scarcely knew how to thajik God enough for 
his great mercy. 

Sogers was strangely altered by his late 
troubles. I shall always think, that, by God's 
blessing, Joseph's conduct towards his parents 
was the human means of working the change 
in him. It shows us what a boy can do, 
who strives to be obedient, and " to honour 
^^ and succour his father and mother." 

Some seem to think that their duty to 
their parents ceases when they have grown 
up. They forget the example of our Lord, 
Who not only as a child was subject to His 
Blessed Mother, but even when a man, hang- 
ing in his last hour on the Cross, His chief 
earthly thought was still on her. 

It is a sad thing to see an aged parent, 
who has borne for us the toils of a hard life, 
and watched us through many hours of sick- 
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ness and weakness^ past by in their old age, 
and grudged the little food which they can- 
not earn themselves; while the wants and 
comforts of children are considered before 
theirs. We do see such sights, sometimes. 
We do sometimes go to a cottage where we 
see the old father and mother sit neglected 
in a comer by the very chUdren for whom 
they have nearly sacrificed life itself; or what 
is worse still, sometimes sent to pine out their 
last hours in the cheerless wretched solitude 
of the parish union. Where such is the case, 
there cannot be a high sense of duty to God. 
The first of christian duties towards our 
neighbour is respect and obedience towards 
a parent. 

The Bogerses soon after this left my parish, 
and took a cottage in a neighbouring village, 
where they are now living. Rogers cer- 
tainly did act better for some time, and he 
and his wife came to church frequently, and 
peace and quietness seemed for a while to 
make their home happy. Joseph, poor boy, 
was happy to see it all, and thanked God 
from his heart for these bright days. But I 
fear Bogers's change was not sufficiently fixed 
on a real wish and determination to serve 
God, and do his duty to Him. From what I 
have seen of him, I fear he does not think of 
striving to obtain the aid of God's Holy 
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Spirit, hj prayer, Who can alone enable him 
to abstain from his bad habits. From what 
I have heard since, I fear he is not going on 
well. Susan I sometimes see, coming back 
to her old haunts. She always looks dirty and 
unhappy. It is very, very hard to break 
through an old habit, which, like hers, has 
been formed for years. When a person has 
long indulged such indolent habits, it is 
very difficmt to overcome them. Of course, 
it can be done^ and God will help us to do 
it ; " His grace is sufficient for us imder all 
circumstances. 

Joseph has left home; he is working 
elsewhere to earn his livelihood. He is a 
delicate boy, and, I think, will not live long. 
His mother frets sadly at his absence. She 
says she has no other comfort* When he 
comes to see her, he is gentle, kind, and 
affectionate as ever. He has always got 
something he has saved out of his wages, 
to give his mother: he tries to raise Tier 
spirits, and to urge her to be more active 
for the other children. She is better when- 
ever he comes home; and Rogers, too, is 
never so " kind and comfortable-like," — 
to use Susan's words, " as when he finds his 
good Joseph sitting by the chimney 
comer." It is a happy day to his brothers 
and sisters when " their kind Joseph comes 
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" home." He is happy, and will continue to 
be so. He tries to seire God, and to follow 
the footateps of that Blessed Saviour, through 
whom alone he hopes to ent«r the rest pro- 
vided for God's people. 
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f TORIES taken from the events of cot- 
tages are not likeljr to be as full of 
incident as those which are not written 
from real hfe ; but they have the in- 
terest of being true, and that makea 
up for much. 
The same apol<^ was made for the publi- 
cation of Mary Cooper, in the case of which, 
I have had reason to thiuk that the excuse 
was considered sufficient ; and I will now, 
therefore, detail another cottage story from 
the same village. 



6 COTTAGE IN THE LANE. 

In one of the most retired and sheltered 
lanes of my parish^ a family livedo composed 
of a man and his wife and two sons ; they 
had other children, but they were settled in 
the world. They had always seemed quiet 
well-disposed people, and were much respected 
by their neighbours. 

At the time of the event of my story, 
Wilmot had been suffering for some time 
from many infirmities of a premature old 
age; and his wife, who was many years 
younger than himself, was the chief support 
of the family. She was a kind active woman, 
and remarkable for good sense and the up- 
rightness of her life, — one of those women, 
whom we may call the boast of our nation, 
whose pride and constant object it was to 
share her husband^s anxieties, and to make a 
happy home for her children. Nothing she 
so much enjoyed as to see them all gathered 
round her fireside. I have often been struck 
with the perfect picture of family union 
which that cottage presented, when she had 
succeeded in gathering round her all those 
who, as she used to say, "when they were 
"little, played under that very woodbine 
"which has now grown so high over the 
" cottage roof.'^ 

Poor woman ! the most united families 
must have their severings, and the kindest 
mother's heart sometimes be broken ! 
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William was her elder son, at this time 
scarcely twenty, and John a few years 
younger. They were both delicate in health, 
and had been bat little exposed to the diffi- 
culties of a labourer's life, since their fond 
mother had never suffered them to seek a 
home away from her roof : when they were at 
work, their wages went to swell the family 
income ; when unable to find employment, her 
untired energy never let them want. 

William was the favourite son, and if there 
was one feature in his character more striking 
than another, it was his devoted affection for 
his mother : often, when a boy, he would stay 
at home, while others went to play, that he 
might read aloud to her during her work, or 
to try and share with her the toil of household 
labour. 

If there was a flower in the garden which 
she cared for above another, it was William 
who watched and watered it: or if her tall 
slender figure was seen returning home 
through the village lane with the "shop- 
things," it was always William who shared her 
burden. He was himself, as I have said, very 
delicate in health, and never roughed it in the 
world ; he was not given to the open vices of 
other boys, and from his quiet gentle habits 
was generally looked kindly at by the neigh- 
bours. 

So time passed away, and William grew up 
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from boyhood to a man ; the same features of 
character were still remarkable in him^ and 
his deep a£Pection was but little roughened by 
advancing years. 

He was scarce twenty^ when a change took 
place in his situation in life^ which gave rise 
to the events of my story. 

Amongst those of the neighbours by whom 
Mrs. Wilmot was most respected^ was a fa- 
mily who lived in a cottage a stone's-throw 
from their door : its little thatched roof and 
pale pink roses used to peep over the hedge- 
row which ran in front of Wilmot's home. 
Ellen Wood was the eldest and fairest of their 
family^ and from a child had been the play- 
mate of William and his brother. 

It would not^ perhaps^ be quite true^ if we 
said that Mrs. Wilmot had had no desire that 
Ellen should be her daughter-in-law. She 
was a sweet gentle girl^ and often^ when left at 
home to watch her little brothers and sisters 
as she sat at work by the cottage door^ neigh- 
bours have said^ '' Ellen was a good girlj and 
would make a good wife some day.^' 

Whether WiUiam's mother joined in this 
opinion or not^ is not for us to say ; enough 
that^ when scarcely eighteen^ Ellen became 
William's wife^ and took up her abode under 
Wilmot's roof. 

For some months^ their life went by hap- 
pily enough. With the Wilmots work was 
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plentiful, and they seldom knew what it was 
to want even the comforts of life. 

Ellen was very happy in her new home : 
her husband loved her dearly^ and showed his 
affection by the kindest attention. If she 
had one trouble^ it was that she noticed oc- 
casionally^ and with pain, a growing inac- 
tivity and indolence in William. This was 
sometimes shown in his religious duties ; and 
would often interfere with his attendance on 
divine service. She put it down to the over- 
affection of his mother, who had never suffi- 
ciently urged William to activity and inde- 
pendence, nor taught him that effort and 
self-denial are required in the actions of life, 
whether for this world or the next. This 
tendency in William at length brought him 
into trouble. 

Hard times came, bitter times, and work 
got scarce. Old WUmot himself grew more 
infirm ; and William felt he ought to strive 
after work himself away from home. It was 
a cruel time, and often they sat down to eat 
a slender meal compared with old days. But 
the mother's constant cheerfulness kept all 
straight. William was out for weeks to- 
gether, now getting a few days' work, and 
then for days without any. He generally re- 
turned with what he had on Saturday night, 
and Ellen was always waiting his return from 
his long absence in the lane or by the garden 
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gate. It was always long, for a day was long 
to her. She never gave way to low spirits ; 
poor girl : I can see her calm mild eye fixed 
upon her unceasing work, as she sat for days 
and days by her mother-in-law's door, with 
her face always turned towards the part to 
which William had gone. He always returned 
as soon as he could, but his periods of absence 
grew longer and longer, and he always seemed 
more sad each time he came back. He was 
naturally desponding ; and though Ellen did 
take the bright side of things, he always 
ended with " Dear EUen, I will be cheerful 
"for your sake, but times are not as they 
^' were." 

At last William heard of work : it was far 
away, full a hundred miles ; he determined to 
take it, and that when he was settled Ellen 
should follow him. 

It was a sad day at Wilraot^s cottage when 
William was to go; it was at the end of 
summer, and never did the lane look so sweet 
and sad. The little garden was full of late 
flowers, which he had planted ; the very 
woodbine was throwing out its late blos- 
soms round the door — the same tree which, 
when a boy, he had always taken care of, 
because, as he used to say, '^ Mother loved 
it so" It was evening when he turned away 
from his home ; the setting sun was shining 
with its glorious red light in at the cottage 
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door and up the lane^ catching here and 
there the bright-coloured boughs of the trees. 
Ellen leant against the door-post^ with her 
eyes fixed on the ground ; she could not cry, 
for her heart was too full. His mother fol- 
lowed him to the garden gate, and watched 
the figure of her " ovm dear*' boy, as he 
moved along the lane with his small bundle 
under his arm ; she watched him till she 
could see him no more, not even the long 
shadow which he threw by the hedge side. 
William scarcely ventured to look up till 
he was gone far from his home ; he did once, 
and his eye fell on Ellen's cottage, and her 
little sister Jean leaning against the door- 
post, as Ellen used before they were married ; 
his tender heart could not bear that, so he did 
not look round again, till he was far out of 
sight of his native viUage. 

Ellen continued very sad when William 
was gone; she only roused herself to help 
Mrs. Wilmot, and to try and cheer her at the 
loss of her son; when alone, dark thoughts 
hung on her mind which she could not shake 
off, — she knew not why. Day after day came 
and brought no news of her husband, and she 
could not rest; indeed, there was a sadness 
throughout Wilmot's cottage, — it was so dif- 
ferent from what it used to be. The mother 
talked of bright days to come and did her 
best to rouse the drooping spirits of tbe rest. 
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At length a letter came from William ; it 
was for EUen^ to beg her to follow him as 
soon as possible. Mr. Wilmot was loth 
to lose her, but the poor girl could not rest. 
" I must go to my own William/' she said, 
whenever her mother urged- her to delay her 
going a little longer ; " I know he is so help- 
"less without me; and besides, I told him 
"I would follow him when he sent for 
" me.'' Nothing could persuade her to stay, 
though the wet weather had now set in, and 
her own health was far from strong. On 
the day fixed by William, she bade good- 
bye to the Wilmots and her much loved 
native village, — above all, her own peaceful 
home, where she had spent so many happy 
days ; that was the worst pang of all ; and as 
she turned away from her parents' cottage, 
around which her little sisters stood weeping 
because their kind Ellen was going away, there 
were few hearts at the moment more sad than 
hers. She took the field-path, where she had 
so often gathered hedge flowers when a child ; 
and as she met and said " Good-bye " to many 
an old friend who passed her on her solitary 
walk, her heart heaved high with sorrow ; for 
all, old and young, were sad to lose EUen 
Wilmot. 

William's work was on a railroad, as I have 
said, full a hundred miles from his own home ; 
it was far from a village, so he was compelled 
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to take a small cottage^ or rather hut^ by the 
road-side. It looked dull and cheerless the 
first sad evening he sat down to his evening 
meal ; '' Ah, well/' he thought, " it will all 
look well again when Ellen comes.'' Ellen 
did come at last, and all did seem right 
for a while again. But troubles began to 
thicken; more than once William's indolent 
disposition threw him out of work ; Tiis wife's 
health grew more and more delicate, and this 
made matters worse, as William entirely de- 
pended upon her to be kept up, and urged 
to activity. She did her best; she always spoke 
kindly to him in his most irritated moods. 

Hitherto they had continued on each Sun- 
day to go together to the parish church, which 
was a mile from their home ; and while Ellen 
could go with him, Wilmot was ready enough 
to go, but it was scarcely with sufficient sense 
of duty himself; and when she became too ill 
to go, there was always some excuse against 
his going. His wife watched these signs of 
indecision and want of principle with anxiety. 
When she felt more than usually ill, he would 
read to her the word of God ; but if she did 
not ask him, it would lie for days on the shelf, 
unread by him* 

Principles, however good, must weaken 
under such conduct ; this his wife knew well. 
There was but one thing he was active in — 
willingly active — and that was in nursing 
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her ; this he would do whole days and nights^ 
and whatever his faults were, he never was 
guilty of neglect of Ellen. 

Long months rolled away in this manner^ 
during which they buried two infants, and 
William's employment was most irregular. 
It was true times were hard, and he could 
not always find work, but too often his want 
of exertion threw him out of employment. 

Three years passed away since they had 
left their home, from which they often 
heard by letters. William had become more 
careless still, and had fallen under the in- 
fluence of bad companions on the railroad. 
Ellen had long dreaded this. He had now 
been for some weeks out of regular work ; 
they had been reduced to real want. His 
fireless hearth and pale thin wife well nigh 
broke poor William's heart : he would sit 
hour after hour at the window, brooding over 
dull thought ; or would stand at his cottage 
door, cutting a stick till he had cut it all 
away, and then listlessly would wander forth, 
and not return till late at night. All this 
Ellen watched with deep sorrow; still more 
so, when, as was often the case, Wilmot would 
return in company with idle dissolute youths, 
who, like himself, had been thrown out of 
work. 

"Oh, Will, Will, let us go home again, 
"and try to work there; we cannot be worse 
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" oflF than we are here/^ said Ellen one day, 
when her husband had returned home in 
the way I have described above^ hoping 
that the influence of old associations at his 
once loved home would recall William to 
his better feelings. 

"Well, Ellen, we will in a week or so; 
*' but I have a job promised me with some 
" young fellows here : when that is done, 
" I shall have enough to pay our journey 
" and go.'' 

" Let us go at once ; let us go to-morrow," 
said his wife, dreading any employment with 
the companions William had lately joined. 
" And what is the work you have with them, 
"dear Will? Nothing, I'm sure, that will 
" bring you credit.'' " Well, one or two 

" days more, Ellen, and then " " And 

" then what ? And then perhaps you are 
" ruined and lost. No, no, Will, mind me, 
" mind your own dear wife, and come home 
" to-morrow." But he was for a day or two 
more, and not even Ellen could persuade 
him. She had particular reasons for dreading 
the mention of work with those he spoke o^ 
and a thousand boding thoughts filled her 
mind. 

It was late on the same evening, after the 
above conversation, that Wilmot left his 
cottage. It was dark, — so almost vain for his 
wife to trace his footsteps over the field-path 
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by which he went ; but she did try and watch 
him^ and, when watching was vain, poor Ellen 
went back to pray. 

It was midnight ; the wind blew loud and 
cold; no stars were seen; and dark heavy 
clouds rolled over the sky : Ellen was watching 
again, when the sound of many footsteps 
passed quickly by her door. There was a 
small mud hut about half a mile down the 
road. It belonged to a woman of the name of 
Sturges ; a person who was in the habit of 
selling beer to the workmen, and of taking 
lodgers. She was a cross petulant woman, 
and often engaged in disputes with the work- 
men, which raised her many enemies. Such 
was the case now ; and this night had been 
fixed on to attack and plunder her hut* 
Wilmot knew but little of their intention, 
and was led to join them under the promise 
of gaining something. The darkness of the 
night favoured their design : all was silent 
around the hut when the band of men reached 
it. "Who will burst the door?" said the leader 
of the band. There was a moment's pause, 
during which a light flashed across the in- 
terior of the hut. " Kick down the door,*' 
said many voices from behind. William 
stood nearest, and was instantly pushed on 
by the rest ; he fell against the door, which, 
being loosely hung, instantly fell. A loud 
scream from within immediately followed, as 
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the terriaed woman, throwing down her candle, 
rashed against the advancing figures. It was 
all darkness and confusion. They immediately 
proceeded to dismantle the house, throwing 
the furniture into the road, and drinking the 
beer she kept for sale : what they could not 
drink, they poured into the road. Wil- 
mot scarcely knew what was passing; he 
took no part in it. He had not coun^ to 
defend the woman, nor at once to leave the 
desperate gang. He seemed like one bewil- 
dered ; all seemed lost, and he gave himself 
blindly to whatever might happen. The work 
was soon completed, and the men returned as 
silently and quickly as they came. Wilmot 
stopped at his own house, and found Ellen 
waiting for him. "Where have you been, 
" Will V said Ellen, as he entered ; " you are 
all over blood. Oh, Wiljiam I'^ 

Hush \" said her husband, shutting and 
fastening the door ; " let us to bed and more 
" of that to-morrow.*^ His wife silently and 
sadly obeyed. She could not sleep, but lay 
listening to the wind, which blew loudly 
outside. William seemed to sleep. It was 
all so strange. A low tap was heard at 
the outer door; it was twice repeated ere 
Ellen could go and open it, and the second 
was accompanied by the ominous word 
" Police J* A thousand wild thoughts rushed 
over poor Ellen's brain, as with a trembling 
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band she opened the door. '^ William Wil- 
''mot/' was asked for by the same voice. 
Ellen could not answer. "Does he live here, 
*' girl ?" said the man roughly, William an- 
swered the question for himself; "I am' 
"William Wilmot, and am ready to go 
" where you will : only spare her — don't 
" touch a hair of her head, or I have that 
"in me which could lay you dead on my 
"floor.'' William's eye fell on poor Ellen, 
whose pale face and thin worn-out figure 
had sunk against the wall for support; He 
sprung to lift her up. " Come, come," said 
the man, " we cannot wait ; we have more 
" to take to-night ; you must come at once." 
" Oh, Ellen I poor Ellen !" said the broken- 
hearted youth, as he tried to support her, 
heedless of their order. " Go, William, go, 
never mind me; it will but make theni 
more angry." " Not mind you, Ellen !— 
go with them and leave you ! — you, whom 
"I have loved so dearly!" It was all in 
vain, he was dragged away; and with what 
agony, as he crossed his own door-way, did 
he look round at his wife, and see her sink 
to the ground, and no one to help her! 
But it was too late; he was hurried away, 
and Ellen was left alone. How bitter were 
Wilmot's feelings, as he was led on to- 
wards his destination ! If he had but minded 
his wife's advice, gone home, and given up 
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his evil companions^ all would hkve been 
well. How httle he once thought it would 
come to this 1 

It was at this time I visited Wilmot's 
cottage one day, when Mrs. Wilmot placed 
in my hand a letter, containing the sad story 
I have told above. It was from Ellen; she 
seemed broken-hearted ; her concluding words 
were, "He .will be tried on Wednesday at 
" Kingston j I shall be there.'' The family 
of WUmot were thrown into the deepest sor- 
row. One moment, they thought the whole 
charge false; at another, the mother would 
say, she always thought something would come 
of his undecided inactive ways: they were 
bewildered with grief, and scarce knew what 
to think or say. 

Mrs. Wilmot determined to meet poor 
Ellen at the trial, and left her liome at the 
appointed day. At an early hour she was 
standing near the door of the court, but Ellen 
was there before her ; she had reached it be- 
fore morning dawned, and had asked more 
than one passing stranger, what chance there 
was for " Will, her Will ;" some laughed at 
her, others more kindly pitied her, and passed 
on. Her thii^ pale face and torn gown, and 
the little slender shawl i^hich in vain tried 
to cover hcf from the cold, were indeed 
enough to make her an object of attention. 
She had been, obliged to part with all her 
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clothes to pay her journey up. She was 
walking hastily up and crown the street^ 
looking anxiously up at every house, as if she 
expected to see her husband, and yet she knew 
not why. 

Mrs. Wilmot had drawn close to her before 
Ellen saw her; the next moment she had 
buried her aching head in her mother-in-law's 
bosom : ^* Oh, mother, mother 1 is it not 
'^dreadful? But they say he will not have 
'^liVDre than three months; but the name of 
''^it all! the disgrace to you and father 1^' 
Poor Mrs. Wilmot was too much distressed 
tt> eonifort Ellen then, — she only drew her 
aside from the main street, where they were 
b^itottiing t)b]ects of attraction: ''Let us 
''hope the best, girl, and pray 6on for poor 
«Will.'' 

The people were now crowding near the 
door df the court-house, talking of the vari- 
otts rumours spread abroad about the fate of 
the prisoners who were to be tried that day 
for the " brutal aflFray on the railroad.'^ Wil- 
liam Wiimot's name was mentioned as the 
worst of the band, and Ellen heard it men* 
tioned, but she hardly recognised it as her 
husband's; she was quite lost. At last the 
doors weire op^fned. Ellen and her mother 
wete hurried dong with the crowd; the 
people seemed to discover they were friends 
of the criminftls, aiid made way for the^ 
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with an idle stare. They could hardly sup- 
port themselves to the place ; Ellen leant on 
her mother's arm, for her trembliug limbs 
could not otherwise have borne her on amid 
the crowd. 

Prisoner was brought after prisoner, but not 
William. They were all on slight chargesi 
and h^d slight punishments. Ellen thought 
each (me spoke good for her. Each prisoner 
who came by she trembled to look at, 
for fear it might be William. At last he 
came : they knew it by the stir in the court, 
for he was the chief prisoner of the day's 
trial. 

''Oh, mother, there's Will,'' said Ellen. 
He looked pale and ill. " Will," said a low, 
feeble voice, " I'm here ;" the voice struck 
like death upon his ear. He turned, and 
saw Ellen ; he knew her by her little torn 
shawl, and the faded ribbon on her bonnet, 
for he could not look in her face. He turned 
deadly pale as he stood before the judge. 
The trial lasted two hours; long hours they 
were to Ellen. All the evidence went against 
him ; she tried to attend to it, but could not, 
for her mind wandered over a thousand 
things. Whenever William spoke, she started 
a$ if he spoke to her, and then became 
listless and seemingly unconcerned. At last 
the trial was over, and he was pronounced 
guilty. She knew he would be, all along, 
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and yet the word sounded awfal^ and she 
felt herself turn pale. Then came the sen- 
tence, " Fifteen years' transportation beyond 
'^the sea.*' There was a pause. William 
had turned round twice, to look at Ellen; 
" See how pert the young fellow is through 
*' it all," cried a voice from the mob around. 
" Pert I oh, will you call him pert, when 
" his own wife - and his dear mother it is 
^^he is looking at? oh, Will, Will, my boy, 
" my own boy I" cried poor Mrs. Wilmot. 
'* Hold your tongue, woman,'* said a man 
harshly, who stood near her, " it is contempt 
" of court.'* 

But words were vain. The poor mother 
reached to William, who was staggering 
rather than walking from the bar ; " it is my 
boy, my own dear boy." William stretched 
out his hand to his mother, and his eye fell 
on Ellen as he passed ; as she was borne 
out by the crowd, and he too was driven 
on. There was no time for speaking then; 
one more bitter look of anguish, — ^that thin 
form which was borne on by the mob — ^that 
was all. That form he had made thin by his 
folly : " Oh ! go where I will," he thought, 
" will not that figure be before me ?" 

Ellen and her mother scarcely knew how 
they reached the door; but they did, and the 
street too, before they had recovered them- 
selves enough to think. The first object they 
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saw was the convict cart, trotting heavily 
down the street. Ellen turned away from 
the sickening sight : " Mother^ we will wait 
" here till to-morrow, and we may perhaps 
" see William ; they say friends may see 
" prisoners on Wednesdays/' The words 
nearly choked her, but she prayed in- 
wardly, and became composed for the time. 
"I would have one last word with him 
'' before he goes, and who knows but what 
" I may go with him ?" said Ellen, her eye 
kindling at the very idea; this hope now 
buoyed her up. " Don t think that," said a man 
who was standing by, seemingly an o£5icial of 
the court, " they won't have such as you there ; 
" you won't even know where he's gone to." 
Poor Ellen shrunk away from the cruel 
speech, and followed her mother, who ad- 
vised her going in search of a lodging for 
the night. 

William's cell was dark and cold; two 
sets of iron bars were outside. He was glad 
to be alone. He threw himself down on the 
cold hard floor, and tried to think, but could 
not collect his thoughts. Ellen was always 
before his eyes. Now, it was Ellen by her 
own sweet cottage door, as she used to be 
before he married Jier ; then, it was Ellen 
the poor worn figure, with the little ragged 
shawl as she stood by the bar. They were 
scarcely thoughts, they were more like wild 
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waking dreams. ^'Will she come and see 
" me again V^ he thought ; " will she go away 
" from me without one kind word ? I do de- 
" serve it, but yet she cannot do it." Then 
he thought how desolate she was, — ^no husband 
to protect her; and then she was so delicate, 
so worn out by anxiety for him, what would 
become of her ? and he not even allowed to 
hear of her ! 

Then he would pray, in the words in which 
he used to pray as a child, which Ellen had 
never let hurt forget : and he remembered 
words from the Bible, which he used to read 
to her when she was so ill : all that he ever 
did that was good was mixed up and con- 
nected with her. At last he slept; his 
dreams roamed on in the same wild manner. 
He woke up at Ellen's voice; he thought it 
was but a dream, but it was her voice — ^her 
own voice 1 She and her mother stood before 
the iron grate. He pushed at the bars, but 
they would not give way : " Thank God, 
'^ you're come, EUen; I thought you had 
" gone away.'' He tried to grasp at her 
hand througn the bars, but could not ; what 
would he not have given to hold that wasted 
hand once more in his? As his eye fell 
upon it, he saw the wedding-ring was gone ; 
it struck him in a moment as a sign of 
their separation. She saw his face faU, and 
guessed the cause : " Don't fret for that. 
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'* Will, I only pawned it to pay for my 
" way up to the trial : I tried to walk, but 
^' could not, and that was all I had to part 

with ; I was loth to part with it, but what 

could I do, dear Will, seeing you was 
" better than the ring ? But don't fret, 
^' m work hard to get it back ; it's only 
" in for four shillings/' William's heart 
sunk when he heard her talk of working 
lard. " You work hard ! why, Ellen, you 
'' never had strength to do a day's work in 
'' your life \" 

There was a silence for a moment; the 
very turnkey stopped short in his regular walk 
up and down, and seemed to pity them. 

" Will, dear Will, they say I may come out 
" to you perhaps.'' 

" And if you might, would you really come 
*' to me ?" 

'* Would I not ? I would work my way to 
^' you by night and day, if I might come to 
'^ you," said poor Ellen, bursting again into 
tears. William threw himself on the ground, 
and struck his head against the floor ; " Fifteen 
^' years 1" he said, " fifteen years 1 Oh, what 
'' a long, long time I" 

Mrs. Wilmot had scarcely spoken all this 
time; ''Mother, mother, dear mother," ex- 
claimed William, turning to her, " don't think 
'' I love you the less because I don't speak 
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'^ to you ; I do love you, but you know 
'^ Ellen's more to me than all the world. 
" Dear mother, don't fret for me : I'll be- 
" have weU, when I'm gone away, and 
'' I dare say if I do I may have my time 
" shortened j and thoughts of you and dear 
'^ Ellen will make me do and bear any- 
« thing." 

But then again dark thoughts seemed to 
come across him : what would Ellen do with- 
out him ? '' And then, Ellen, the little one 
" we hoped to have ; it will have no father 
^^ now." " Well, WUliam, I must work hard 
^' and do my best, and God won't forget us ; 
" pray for me when you're far away, and 
'^ the same God will hear us both across the 
'' salt sea." 

Wilmot continued walking up and down 
the cell with hurried steps ; his wife leant 
against the iron bars; they did not know what 
to say ; they felt they had everything to say, 
and yet could say nothing. The turnkey 
said it was time to go. " You'll come again 
" and see me, won't you, Ellen, before I go ? 
" you can see me on Wednesday, and it's 
likely I sha'n't be gone by next Wednes- 
day." His mother promised they would 
come, but Ellen could not speak. '^And 
" bring father, too," said WiUiam : " I must 
'^ see him once again. Poor old father ! and 
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^ SO ill too ! it '11 break his hearty I know it 
" will." 

William struggled once more to reach 
Ellen's hand^ but could not. To use Mrs. 
Wilraot's own words, " It was so killing like, 
to see the poor young things try to reach each 
other through tne bars.'' 

The door closed, and the heavy key 
turned ; William was again alone, left for 
seven more bitter days and nights to his 
own sad thoughts. All Ellen ever said to 
him came to his mind, — all her prayers, and 
the verses from the Bible she had often said 
to him in their days of trouble, and which 
she said she had learnt in her own mother's 
cottage, — and they seemed to cheer and com- 
fort him. He thought of all she had been 
in troubled days; he always thought her 
conduct so bealltiful, and he tried to be like 
her. It was his real pleasure to think of 
her, and through the dreary hours of the 
prison night a thousand pictures of Ellen 
came before him. 

Ellen and Mrs. Wilmot left the prison, and 
the former went back to her home on the 
railroad, directly, to set matters in order 
before she left it for good. It was a sad 
journey to go all alone, but Ellen bore up as 
well as she could. When she reached the hut 
where they had lived together, she felt as if 



28 COTTAGE IN THE LANE. 

her heart would break : but yet there was a 
pleasure in doing at least something for him 
that was going away. She sold the little fur- 
niture^ in the vain hope he might be allowed 
to have what it brought. 

It was only one week to the day when he 
should leave England, and she had promised 
to meet Mrs. Wilmot at the prison on the 
following Wednesday, to say good-bye for the 
last time. 

It was on one day during this week, that I 
met William's mother running hurriedly to- 
wards my house with a letter in her hand ; it 
was from Ellen, — ^a letter she had got written 
by a person of influence in the village where 
they lived, to the judge who had condemned 
her husband. 

She thought her mother would be able to 
send it through me. The Mtter had been 
written hurriedly, and was sent without a 
signature, — therefore it was useless. It seemed 
enough to break the poor mother's heart to 
hear this, she did so cling to the hope that it 
might help him. 

I remember the touching words with which 
she met me : ^^ Oh, sir, here's a letter from 
Ellen. Don't you think it will save him ?" 
It was too late then, for the next morning 
was his last day. 

At five in the morning Mrs. Wilmot set 
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out for London. Wilmot was determined to 
gOy and was taken in blankets to the cart ; 
for he said he couldn^t ''die without seeing 
" poor WiUiani once more^ for I shall never 
" live till he comes back/^ It was a sad party. 
John went with them. 

They reached the prison at the time ap- 
pointed. There it was^ all just as it had been 
a week before : the iron bars^ in two rows ; 
poor William in the little stone cell^ as if he 
had stood just where he was ever since his 
wife and mother left him last Wednesday. 
Old Wilmot came in last ; William watched 
them all coming up without speakings but 
when he saw his father^ who was so ill^ 
brought in last^ it was too much^ — he burst 
into tears : " Oh^ father^ dear old father^ and 
*' you too I'' " Yes, my poor boy I my poor 
" boy ! who'a have thought it would have 
''come to this?^' said his father, his voice 
shaking, for sorrow. There was one not 
there, and the prisoner's eye kept wander- 
ing over the figures before him restlessly — 
EUen was not there. " Where's Ellen V he 
said at last ; he had not asked at once, lest, 
he said, "his mother should think he was 
" not glad to have her there.'' No one had 
seen Ellen. He was sure nothing would 
have kept her away. "Was she ill? or 
" dead, perhaps V 



30 COITAOE IN THE LANE. 

Her absence quite maddened him : he could 
not talk to the others with any comfort ; it 
was all, " Ellen, his Ellen f as Mrs. Wilmot 
expressed it, ^' he was just like a mad thing 
" because she was not there/' 

The time for seeing friends was nearly gone 
—only a quarter of an hour more — when 
Ellen came ; she was pale and breathless, and 
nearly fainted. Poor girl I she had come up 
too late for the train, and had to walk many 
miles that morning, though her strength was 
very small. It was the thought of William 
gave her strength, ^' and God had heard her 

prayer,'* she said, "or she could never 

have got through the walk; she would 
" rather have died than missed seeing him/' 
'' Only ten minutes more,'' said the turn- 
key j and what could they say in those ten 
minutes ? and they had to say all they could 
say again to each other for fifteen long years, 
if ever again; and this when they had loved 
each other so dearly ! William seemed dis- 
tracted : " Oh, Ellen, Ellen ! pray God take 
'' care of you when I am gone away." 

'' Yes ! yes I don't fret for me, Will ; I 
'^ shall do. Be good out there, and you will 
'^be away less time." There was not time 
for many words, and if there had been, 
Ellen's sorrow was such that she could do 
little else but sob. William had determined 
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to bear up as well as he could^ and he 
certainly did; but it was a bitter parting 
when it came to the last. One by one they 
left the sad cell. Ellen came out last ; she 
meant to have the last look at William^ 
but after all she could not^ for she was out 
of the little narrow passage before she could 
take courage to look up. 

Ellen came down the day after to her 
native village to stay with Mrs. Wilmot ; she 
was broken-hearted, poor girl ! I saw her 
the evening she arrived ; she scarcely spoke. 
It was in Wilmot's cottage, — the very home 
where he had spent so many happy days, and 
where she had so often watched him as a 
boy watering his mother's garden. But all 
this was over now, and she must seek a 
means of support, — ^though how, I know not ; 
and Wilmot and his wife are too poor and 
old to support her, and she far too weak and 
delicate to work. As she says, ^^ her William 
''has spoilt her for work, he always took 
*' such care of her." It was very sad work 
that evening to sit where he had so often sat, 
and to think of him in the cold solitary 
prison ; almost the only remark I heard her 
make was, " Oh ! I wish I had leave to go 
" with him, I should be so glad I" 

Ellen has since been staying with the 
Wilmots. It is now a week since the day of 
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taking leave of William^ and they had not 
heard that he had sailed. 

We may hope that God of His infinite 
mercy will draw his mind to spiritual things 
under his affliction. There seems certainly 
an inclination to think far more religiously 
than ever before. 

The poor Wilmots seem bowed down 
with sorrow. The father never leaves his 
chimney corner^ where he sits incessantly 
gazing into the fire; '^My poor boy, my 
" poor boy I" are almost his only words. 
It is a sad house now to what it once was, 
when in a summer^s evening the whole 
family were gathered together round him 
at the door, or made poor Mrs. Wilmot 
happy by seeing them all round her fire 
in the winter^s night. It is the time of 
mourning; I trust it has been, and hope 
it is, a time of resignation. I know not 
what will become of poor Ellen, or of her 
little one when it is bom: they will be 
desolate, but He who takes care of the 
fatherless and widow will not forsake her. 

William^s work must now be one of peni- 
tence. In acting as he did, he plunged 
many into trouble. Had he but minded 
EUen^s advice, he might now have been with 
her, and not in his cold dreary dungeon. 

But what is worse still, he knew once and 
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knew well what religion was; but he too 
little acted upon it, or used the means which 
God has appointed by which we may become 
good. 

His religion was one of feelings and not 
of principle. But if his bitter lot be the 
means of bringing him to God at last^ he 
wiU some day have reason to rejoice that 
God has overruled his penalty for his eter- 
nal good. 

When he will sail we do not know ; it will 
be well when he does, as it makes poor 
Ellen^s heart ache to think that he is so 
near her, and yet that she is unable to be 
with him. 

The day may come when I shall have the 
means of telling a tale of their further history; 
at present their cottage in the quiet lane of 
my village is a scene of sad associations, and 
striking warning against inactivity and care- 
lessness, whose consequences in this world 
will sometimes be as bad as those of more 
overt and determined vice. 

I have just seen Ellen in the afternoon of 
the day in which I have finished this story, 
and have seldom seen an object which more 
deservedly calls for our sympathy and pity ; 
but she is now calm and resigned; and 
though the bright happy associations which 
once so sweetlv attached themselves to the 
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quiet home and sunny garden have passed 
away^ yet there is a deeper lesson of religion 
to be read in Ellen's calm wasted face^ and 
the sorrowful but humbled family of the 
Cottage in the Lane. 
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jHEBE was not a better looking 
lad in all the village than Robert 
Lee ; so all thought who saw him. 
He was tall and slim ; the expres- 
sion of his face was very gentle, and his fair 
hair curled round his neck. 

He was an only Son. His Parents lived in 
a cottage which stood alone in a lane, apart 
from the rest of the village. In that lane 
Robert spent his childhood : its high hedge- 
rows, and the young oaks which towered 
above them, with the blue-bells which 
trembled on thehillockbeneath, formed almost 
his only idea of the world. 

A few other children who lived in scat- 
tered cottages not far from the lane, were 
Robert's companions in his youthful games. 
But he liked to be alone, and would often 
wander bv himself along the fields, and to 
amuse himself, when a little lad, would 
spend hours in building little huts of twi^s 
under the hedge-banks. As a child he 
was very beautiful, and as a growing Boy 
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he had lost none of his mod looks; they 
rather increased^ until at fifteen the neigh- 
bours used to wish their lads were half " as 
goodly as Mrs. Lee's Robert." He certainly 
was very striking for a calm, sweet expres- 
sion of face, which among boys in his 
situation of life was unusual. At fifteen he 
was sent to work ; he always kept steadily 
at it. Through the summer evening to 
would often join in the play of the childr^^i 
near the koie: they all liked him, and he 
was as a little king among them in all their 
games and disputes. I have often stood to 
watch their movements, and been delighted 
at their careless merriment, and been especi- 
ally struck with ihe influence which, by 
universal consent^ Robert Lee had gained 
over them all. 

Eadi passing season knew the same Mttle 
band of merry makers, their hmpy voices 
shouted in the early spring twilignt; the 
red glow of the summer sunset shone with 
its ruddy iglory on their flaxen hair and sun- 
burnt feces; the wet autumn leaves were 
raised into plaything houses, which the first 
night wind would whirl away. There were 
never new faces among the Httle group, sad 
no old ones disappeared; the only changes 
were when a Boy, by being old enough to 
go to work, wore an air of importance over 
the rest, or some little girl dragged out a 



l)aby of afew weciks old to forn^ part of their 
mimic gamef of life. Of this little party 
Kobert was quite thq king, and had been 
many a year. It mattered not whether his 
little subjects gathered on the bank of the 
small pond in the comer, or sat upon the 
field-gate, or were lying on the green margin 
of the lane, Bobert was still the king, and 
without Bobert nothing could go on. Each 
evening found them there. They knew each 
other welL I have often listened, with that 
sad sort of pleasure which distant sounds 
always give to their voices shouting in the 
distance, through the summer's evening. I 
loved to visit me lane witli its inhabitants ; 
It seemed to speak of something that was 
always the same. I often used to meet 
JElobert on his way from work. He was a 
very timid Boy, and if I stopped him to ask 
him any question^ he seemed glad to be let 
go to hide the blush which immediately 
came over his face, and would hasten his 
steps along the thick hedge towards the spot 
where his merry playfellows were gathering 
one by one from the different field paths, 
and hailed the appearance of Bobert, when 
his figure was seen above the stile. " Here's 
Jlobert," our « good Bobert." 

So months flew away; season followed 
a^ason, and it almost seemed as if* change 
was not to come to the quiet inhabitants 
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of the Tillage lane. It was shut out from 
the busy traffic of the high road. That was 
only known by the distant roll of wheels, 
which village children listen to with a degree 
of awe. 

One evening the children had waited longer 
than usual for Robert's return from his work; 
the game did not go on well without him, 
and, tired of waiting, many of them had sat 
down to weave daisy chains on the hare- 
bell bank ; some had loitered home, when a 
little fellow came panting with heat and 
speed down the lane, with news of their lost 
companion. 

Robert's Father had died suddenly that 
evening. He had gone out well in the 
morning, but had been seized with a fit, and 
brought home in a cart: he had not lived 
two hours, and had never spoken since he 
was taken ill. In a moment every little 
laughing face was grave and sad, and many 
of them turned quickly towards Lee's cot- 
tage, to hear or see what they could. 

On the Sunday after, Robertas Father was 
buried, and the poor Boy walked by the side 
of his widowed Mother behind the coffin. In 
the very lane of his happy evenings, he 
had now to walk after the Mnd friend of his 
boyhood, for a very kind Father had Robert's 
been to him. The little lane was full of 
children, who peeped out from behind the 
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bushes or their cottage doors, to see the 
funeral go by, and aa it passed, joined in a 
atraggling mob behind the mourners. Chil- 
dren 80o» change from gay to graves they 
all felt saddeuea by the train of death ; and 
ma^y went all the way to the churchyard to 
see uie coffiu taken into the church^ 

It was a very sad eveQing to Bobcrt and 
his Mother whcix they c^me home to their 
^Uent cottog^ 

" Oh> Sir," said Widow Lee, wheij I first 
saw h§r afterwards, ^^ death does leave such 
'^ a blank behind. I am always fancying 
'^ I hear my old man talking to me from his 
" chinmeyM^orner. I can't fancy h^'e gone 
** away. Jlpbert's my only support jiow. God 
** grant him a good boy to his poor Mother, 
** for, oh, Sir, fwouldn't go to the House now 
** in my old age,"- — and the Widow fell on 
IU>bert s neck^ aud wept aloud. 

'^ Mother, Mother, doji't fret,— Fll be a 
** good lad to you, — you shan't go to the 
** ^ouse while i catn work to save you." 

And he did work for his Mother. Before 
morning dawned, and long after sunset, jon 
flight hav^ seeft the Widow's Son worlnng 
hard for his Mother. The little party of the 
lane often missed their kind compamop^and 
the game often flagged because he was not 
there. Sometimes he would walk home that 
way, and they would flock round him, and a«k 
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him to stay a little, " just a little." But he 
never would; he gave his whole time in 
working for his Mother. When in doors he 
turned his hand to little works of carpenter- 
ing, which his poor Father had taught him, 
by which he thought he might turn a penny. 
Many and many a long winter's evening 
you might have heard Robert's tools at work, 
while the Widow sat by her large hearth. 
Though the tears often stood in her eye as 
she thought of the past, she turned herself 
to her Son, and felt cheered and happy. Her 
house was clean and comfortable; every 
crevice and broken board in the walls were 
filled up by Robert's care to shelter his 
Mother from the winter's wind : and long 
after she had gone to bed, yon might see 
across the dreary fields the pale light of the 
rushlight flickering through tne leaden trellis- 
work of the cottage window, as Robert 
worked half the night by himself in the 
lower room. 

So thpy spent the winter; and in the 
summer, on a Sunday morning, the Widow 
leant on Robert's arm as she walked along 
the kne to Church ; and when they rea«h J 
it, you might see her care-worn face by 
the side of the Boy's fresh countenance, 
in striking contrast I used to like to 
watch them returning home along the read- 
Bide : they were long in reaching it, as the 
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Widow loved to linger in her walk, now by 
her husband's grave, and then by some bank 
on which she would rest, while Kobert's slim 
figure would be by her side, gathering black- 
berries from the hedge, or weaving little 
nosegays of harebells and wild thyme for the 
village children, who were lingering in many 
a gossiping group along the deep shadow 
of the hedge-row; S-obert Lee was still a 
favourite with them all, and still would stay 
long after his Mother had settled herself at 
her cottage door, to amuse the children with 
whom he used to play, or help the little- ones 
to reach the boughs of hazel-nuts. 

Robert seemed really governed by good 
principle in all he did : he had been early 
taught to learn that his first duty towards 
man was to obey and cherish his Mother; 
and no fault would have seemed much worse 
to him than staying away from her, to amuse 
himself with companions of his own age, 
who were, too often, but gaily dressed idlers 
through the holy hours of Sunday. In the 
evening Robert would sit and read to his 
Mother by her door till she was tired, and 
then he would try ' to amuse her in «ome 
other way. 

It was on a Sunday at the end of July, a 
very hot day, and I had loitered on my way 
from Church to enjoy the stillness of the 
heated air, when I saw the figure of a woman 
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sitiiiig hj a grave in the church-yard. I soon 
saw it was Widow Lee by her husband's 

Save: it was a place she often went to^ so I 
d not think it strange; but I was sur- 
prised to see her alone^ without her ever 
watchful attendant. I asked her where 
Robert was; she gave a faint sigh^ and told 
" me he had been out ever since church, and 
"would soon be back." I was sure there 
was something on her mind, and pressed her 
to tell me. " Ah, Sir," said she " my old 
"heart often bodes ill where no ill is, but 
" Tm so used to my Boy being with me at this 
** hour, that I don't like his being away, yet 
" he'll soon be back, he's gone with some young 
"friends for a walk to see the recruiting 
" party." I noticed a shudder cross over her 
frame as she uttered the last words, ** Recruit- 
" ing party." I said " I did not know there 
"was one in the. village." — "Ah, yes. Sir, 
**and more's the pity, many a hale young 
"lad have they entrapped ere this; I've 
**seen 'em walk out of their native home, 
" looking as brave and bonny like — but oh 1 
Sir, I've known the heavy heart they had 
beneath ; and how different they've looked 
"when they came back again, a few years 
** after; and if my Robert should ever go, 
"oh, wouldn't it break my poor heart?" 
" Your Robert go," I said, " surely you have 
" no reason to think of his having such an 
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"idea,"— "Not for worlds would I say he 
" has, he's a dear, kind lad to me : but when 
"he was quite young, he used to talk of 
"going a soldiering; and there is no telling 
" what the talk of others, and the sight of a 
" red coat may do to a Boy of his age." — 
" But, surely, Robert has too much sense of 
'* his duty to God, who has told us to honour 
" our Mother, and taught us by His example, 
*^ to cherish her in her advancing age." " Oh, 
** yes, yes. Sir, very true, it was only my foolish 
**mind which turned over sad thoughts — I 
*^ don't know why — I've no reason ;" and the 
Widow turned away, and I saw her tears 
were dropping fast upon her husband's grave ; 
seeing Kobert coming through the gate, I 
walked away. 

I began to fear that Widow Lee might 
have some further reason than she confessed 
for what she feared ; but still it seemed im- 
possible. A few days afler, I met Robert 
coming back from his day's work, and stopped 
him. I led the conversation to the subject 
of the recruits, and spoke veiy strongly on 
the duty of a Son not being lea away by any 
foolish motive to leave a i'arent, and that, 
when a Parent expressed a decided wish 
against a Son taking any such course, 
it was quite a Son's duty to obey. He 
listened attentively, and went home. His 
Mother told me, afterwards, he sat a long 
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time silent in the house^ and at last, rising 
up, threw his arms round her neck: 
" Mother, dear Mother, nothing shall make 
" me leave you, not all the Soldiers in the 
" world." — Never did the Widow feel to love 
those deep blue eyes so much before, never 
stroked his fair curling hair over his head 
with so much pleasure, as she said, "No, 

my Boy, I thought that you would not 

leave me in my old age." 

Time went on, and the Widow s sorrows 
wore away by her Son's tender care. When- 
ever I spoke to him, I found him an open, 
candid Boy, and willing to receive advice. 

Three months had gone since the conver- 
sation mentioned above, and summer had 
passed into autumn; another recruiting party 
entered the village ; it was a time when there 
was a great want of Soldiers for foreign lands. 
I had been visiting in the parish late in the 
evening, and was returning home in the 
dusk, when I met a little girl running at full 
speed up the field-path: " Oh, Sir, Sir," said 
" she, " please go down to Widow Lee, 
*' for Robert's gone with the Soldiers, and 

the Widow's Hke a mad thing." — " Gone 

with the Soldiers! impossible, utterly iiu- 
" possible I" Such was my feeling and remark 
as I hastened to the cottage. 

The door stood open; a rushlight with 
a long wick stood on the table; a little 
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fire still smouldered in the embers : the poor 
mother was sitting in her old easy chair, 
rocking herself backward and forward with 
her face buried in her hands. Robert's Sun- 
day coat lay on the table — she had been 
mending it for next day's wear — ^his other 
clothes were airing by the fire — the room was 
full of his things, — ^he was his Mother's one 
only thought: '^And he's gone; oh I he's 
** gone. Sir, my own poor boy." From her 
agony of grief, I could gather nothing more. 
A woman came to the door, who had just 
been down the village to hear what tidings she 
could. Her tale was sad ; it seemed that 
Robert Lee had gone off" early in the morn- 
ing with two or three youths from the vil- 
lage, and they were now far away from home ; 
the Widow had only heard of it half an hour 
before I entered. It was most touching to 
see his things lying about the room ; every- 
thing speaking of him, and so showing his 
mother's tender care of all belonging to " her 
** Bdbert^^ " There they are, there they 
*' are, all ready for Sunday, my Robert's 
'* things, and I shall be all, all alone;" sorrow 
seemed to choke her words, and she fell back 
in her chair. It was hard to know what 
to say to comfort her. " Oh, Sir,*' she 
" said, "to think of his leaving me, I never 
" thought he could ; when other lads have 
" left their home to go a soldiering, I always 
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said — Mj Robert, he won't go — ^But he 

is gone, and where shall I go?" 

Many and many a dreary winter's night 
did Widow Lee sit alone by her cheerless 
fire-side ; she never cared to make it bright 
now; the same heap lay under it, burnt out 
over and over again; she hadn't the heart 
** to make things look tidy now." She did 
nothing but sit and rock backwards and for- 
wards for hours together. Often she would 
walk to her door, and listen, thinking she 
might hear Robert's step along the old 
field-path, as if she should wake from a 
dream, and when he didn't come, she went 
back, so disappointed I — Often she would 
listen to the winter's wind, which howled 
among the trees of the copse on the hill-top ; 
she thought she might hear his whistle above 
it all, as she used to hear it, when Robert 
came back to his home; but no I he never 
came. 

Though each evening she half thought 
he would come before night, she always 
spent the night alone ; the house seemed so 
silent ; she used to lie and long to hear the 
sounds of his movements underneath, while 
employed half the night with his work for 
her. The stillness seemed awful to her. She 
heard nothing of him — he never wrote to 
her — ^nothing happened to explain his most 
unexpected conduct. Neighbours have told 
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me^ that every Saturday nighty Robert's 
Sunday clothes were brought down stairs, 
looked over, and put to rights, as if for 
to-morrow's wear; and that the Widow's spec- 
tacles were always put on, to see each little 
hole there might be, but there were few, and 
she found it one week as she left it the last : 
she liked to have them out ; the room was 
always filled with his things, though he was 
not tnere to use them. She would say, " His 
*^ dear Sunday coat looks like himself, as it 
"lies before me." She did not come to Church 
for some time after he was gone ; she said it 
punished her so, to see the neighbours with 
all their Boys about 'em, and she had lost her 
bonny lad who used to walk so kind with her. 
'' But oh. Sir, I was too proud of him, and so 
" he was taken for a punishment." She did 
come once or twice to Church. I remember 
seeing the poor Widow's care-worn face and 
tearful eyes, as she sat alone in the corner of 
the Church where they always used to sit; and 
then I used to see her red cloak as it passed 
along under the Church wall, as she tottered 
on her stick, to pay her Sunday visit to her 
husband's grave ; then she would get home 
as she could, as if she were half ashamed, 
under the hedge-side. 

I oftien pressed upon her the duty of bear- 
ing her Trial as a Chastisement from God, to 
teach her in her old age to look into her 
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faults which were uncorrected. She always 
saw the truth of what I said, but seemed soon 
to relapse into her usual indifference. She 
fretted so at not hearing from him ; it was 
indeed strange ; in fact, nothing had been 
more unaccountable from the first, than his 
whole conduct. There was scarcely one in 
the village a greater object of pity tJian the 
Widow Lee ; yet under our deepest Sorrows, 
God has promised His ^^ Grace sufficient " for 
our day ; and if we will use the Means He has 
given us to gain that Grace, we shall be 
supported through all. 

The season grew very cold, and she had 
so small a pittance from the parish, that she 
could not support herself with it. The little 
fire she had, was not enough to keep her old 
limbs warm; her scanty food was not enough 
to support her weakened frame. The furni- 
ture grew more and more crazy, she did not 
care to keep it in any order. She made one 
effort to get more relief from the House ; she 
went herself, but it was in vain ; they told 
her ^^ she had no ties, and was just a case to 
" come into the House." " I could well have 
" borne, Sir, to be told to come into the 
" House, for I sometimes think one place is 
*^ as good as another to me, I've no interest 
" left; but when they said I'd no tie, it did 
" so cut me ; I thought I had one once, and 
♦' ought to have one now. Oh, I so often 
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" wonder where he is; there's never a cold 
" wind at night, but what I pray for him." 
So she would ramble on about her Son. 

The day was fixed for her to go into the 
House ; her little furniture was to be sold by 
the landlord to pay her rent, as she had not 
been able to pay it for many weeks. I went 
down to her house on the day, thinking I 
mi^ht be of some use to her. The room was 
full of people, the old cracked furniture piled 
in the middle of the room, all her broken 
crockery was heaped upon it; things which she 
valued, but worth nothing; there was her 
cup and saucer, and Robert^ too — the one she 
bought for him when he was quite young, a 
little bigger than her own : he always used it, 
and she had always put it out by the side of 
her own, when she sat down to her solitary 
tea ; his name was on it in painted letters; she 
washed and put it away, though it was never 
used — that was sold, the Widow saw it go — I 
saw her eye upon it, as she sat cx)ld and un- 
noticed in the chimney-comer; the whole set, 
Robert's and all, went for a shilling. I noticed 
her feeling in her ragged pocket as if she ex- 
pected to find a shiUing there; but there had 
not been as much as that, many a day : and. 
she hid her face in her hand; I heard her 
mutter to herself, " a shilling, only a shilling, 
— my bov's cup.*' Her little black bonnet 
and red cloak drawn close round her, her old 
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oak Btick by her side^ herself sitting in her 
chimney comer — ^the utter neglect with 
which the busy crowd treated her^ who looked 
with an eye of such love on each little object 
which they bought for a trifle — the agony she 
must have felt at seeing things she so loved 
treated with such carelessness — all seemed to 
paint the very picture of sorrow. She heard 
me come in^ and looked up ; she looked at me^ 
and as I approached her, she said, ^^ Oh, Sir, 
**just his Sunday coat: don't let that go, 
" you've often been my friend." Of course 
the Sunday coat was bought, and she caught 
hold of it with a degree of delight which 
was more like madness. I bought the cup 
for her too. She seemed satisfied, and 
folding it closely up, rose, as if to go, but 
hesitated. I saw her eye look up quickly 
to the auctioneer — he was selling her son's 
linnet, and its sad plaintive cry had struck 
on her ear ; it was m a little cage he made 
himself; she looked at me as if she hardly 
liked to ask so much; the bird was, of course, 
bought. 

The sale was over — everytliing bought and 
gone — the poor damp room was utterly e^ipty 
and bare. There was one little wooden stool 
on which the Widow sat; the bird sung its sad 
tale in the window, and the winter weather 
beat against the door : she got up, and unfold- 
ing the coat, fastened it on the door peg. — " It 
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always did hang there, and it shall to the 
last that I stay here," said she. I tried to 
compose her, and read the Bible ; she seemed 
cahned, and more willing to resign herself 
to God's WilL I stayed till the cart came to 
take her away. — With an aching heart and 
a steady step. Widow Lee again folded up 
the coat, and, taking up the little bird, cast a 
last look on the cottage that teas her's, and 
went alone to the Union. Oh, that youths 
would remember what agony they bring on 
parents by neglecting them in their old age ! 
I saw her soon after she went to the Union. 
She was in the Woman's Ward. She was sit- 
ting by herself in the comer of the room. No 
one seemed to be taking any notice of her. 
She wore her little black bonnet as she used 
to do, and her hands were leaning on her old 
oak^stick. I asked the master a few questions 
about her; he said ^'she was a quiet old 
pauper enough ; — ^he had not had opcasion 
to use Prison discipline for her ; — she had 
some odd fancies, and he thought she was 
not as sharp as she might be. She always 
went muttering on about some Robert, 
" and used to make a great fuss about a 
little mug she brought with her, which he 
had thrown away, because it was a shame 
** one pauper should have their own property 
** more than another, it only caused jealousy; 
*^ and bless me, what a dust she made about 



ft 

tt 



€6 



20 ROBERT LE£« 

** that old mug ; if the old woman didn't 
* rout about all day with her stick in the 
** dunghill, till she found the bit which had 
" Roberts name on it, and then she was like 
" a mad thing, and hugged up the broken bit 
" in her bosom ; she's full of odd fancies, but 
" 80 as she's quiet, and conforms to rules, we 
^^ shan't fall out ; there are many worse than 
" her," So spoke the union-master of tike 
desolate old Widow; — Her whom God careth 
for and protecteth. Oh, how little did he 
know the love she felt for that little broken 
crockery, — how little did he know of the 
aching heart that was hidden beneath that 
workhouse dress of the old " pauper" in the 
corner. How little do such think, very 
often, that those who by Age and Poverty 
are driven within those walls, have feelings 
which they will not utter, and religious prin- 
ciples as strongly as others. The Poor, with 
feelings and a mind given them by God, are 
often herded together as though they were 
but Animals to be kept alive, instead of 
Beings whose social ties and religious emo^ 
tions are as important as those of the great 
and honoured ; — Beings, whose humble, holy 
lot in life. He took on Himself^ who became 
" poor to make many rich." 

In a town in the north, a regiment of 
soldiers had been quartered some months. 
The barracks were in the old castle, which 
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stood on a high hill above the rest of the 
town. The Minister of the parish had been 
suddenly called one morning to come and 
see a dying Soldier in the barracks, whose 
death was fast approaching from the effects 
of drinking and dissolute conduct. The 
Minister went immediately to the dyir^ 
man. He was led into a long, low barrack 
room ; down the sides were the Soldiers 
beds, and a box by each of thenu A smaU 
fire was on the opposite side: there was 
one window which looked out into a dull 
court-yard, about which a few men were 
moving, employed at different works, A few 
things lay m disorder about the floor, sol- 
diers' jackets, or cloaks, or feathers, all be- 
tokening the idle indifference of a regiment 
quartered in a town in time of peace. The 
day was foggy, which gave an air of stiU 
greater dulness to the whole. A few strag- 
glers were loitering round a fire in their 
undress uniform. 

As the Clergyman passed, he was stnzck 
for the moment by one of the group, who 
was leaning his head on his hand against 
the wall, over the fire-place. He was a tall 
slender youth, whose well-made form was 
the more conspicuous from the slight undress 
uniform he wore. His face was scarcely 
sufficiently turned roimd for the Minister to 
gee, but nis attention was drawn towards 
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him by the fact of his being the only one 
who pulled off his cap as he entered, and 
from his not observing the air of dogged inso- 
lence and indifference with which me other 
men received the visit of the Minister of 
God. They stared when he entered, and 
continued smoking and talking as they 
were doing before he came in. The sick 
man lay at the end of the room: he was 
evidently in a violent fever, and the medical 
man had given up all hopes of his life. He 
was an ill-looking man of about forty, and 
seemed in a most imprepared state of mind 
for the awful change which was coming on 
him; indeed, when the Priest entered, he 
wae swearing at the man who was trying to 
support him in his bed. The Priest spoke 
to mm in a solemn manner on the dre.adftd 
death of those who go unprepared to Judg- 
ment — ^he spoke aloud that the rest might 
hear; — ^he reminded him how terrible must 
be their feelings who would rise from deaui as 
from a sleep, and whose first thought in rising 
on that awful Morning would be, that the last 
thing they remembered of Hfe was Sin and 
Impenitence. The man listened to what was 
said, and then turned away. ** Oh, don\ 
** talk to me," said he, " I'm lost— Pm lost— 
** there's no hope." <* There is hope," re^ 
joined the Minister, " if you can repent, and 
** through Penitence turn to that Saviour 
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" who died for Sinners." ^'/ repent?" said 
tlie dying man, " 7, who once Knew what 
" was ri^t, and have now spent thirty years 
" in open sin, — I repent in the few last 
« hours ? / cant repent." « With God all 
" things are possible," was the answer. " Pray 
" to Him for grace to. repent." The dying 
man gave a look of hideous horror at the 
Clergyman, and sunk back with a groan. 
The Minister had spoken as much for the 
living as the dying, for he did tremble to see 
how a life of sin and of quenching Conscience 
had hardened his heart against Hope. As 
he was speaking, a fidnt sigh broke from one 
of those who were standing by the fire-side. 
It was from the youth I spoke of; he had 
hitherto been standing among the rest, lean- 
ing his head upon his hand against the wall; 
his face was now turned round ; his blue eye 
was filled with tears which were rolling down 
fast upon his arm ; he tried to brush them 
oSy but they would come; his figure was 
slender, ana of a more gentle form than you 
usually see among Soldiers of his rank. There 
was something striking about his appearance 
and manner; for a moment he seemed ab- 
sorbed in thought, and watched the Clergy- 
man with a sorrowful look, which seemed to 
express a feeling amounting to agony ; he 
seemed to hesitate as if he would stay behind ; 
the other men turned round to leave the room. 
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he turned too. — " How now. Bob ! method- 
izing again," said a man near him : the colour 
rushed to the Boy's face, and for a moment 
he seemed inclined to linger behind, but 
his courage failed, and he slunk timidly 
away. The Priest watched the youth as 
he left the room, and as he descended the 
staircase — ^* That's a fine Boy," said an old 
Soldier, standing near, " it's a pity he should 
be so spoilt amon^ that set there. I know 
he has better feelmgs than he shows ; he's 
a fine bold lad. I've seen that Boy, Sir, 
stand out as bold for what he thought 
right, aye. Sir, as bold — ^But he has almost 
given in to them now." The Clergyman be- 
coming more interested in the Boy, questioned 
the old Soldier about him. "i remember, 
" Sir," said the old Soldier, " soon after that 
lad had joined the regiment, watching him 
kneel down and say his prayers night and 
morning, till they laughed him out of it ; 
and I've seen him. Sir, steal his Bible out 
from under his piUow, when all were asleep 
" in the barrack room, and he would read it, 
Sir, by the moonlight; and I've seen his 
face by the light as he leant up in bed. I've 
" often seen the tears drop one by one upon 
" the Book. Yes, Sir, tkcU I have, and what's 
" more, I've laid and cried too, for his face 
** did look so nice like, as the poor lad cried, and 
** Tve said * there's more in slim Bob, as they 
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* call him, than appears ;' and, if you ant 
tired of my story — I remember on one 
** fine summer's evening, when I was walking 
** alone along the fields, I heard voices read- 
" ing, and 1 thought it odd, and went up to 
" where the sound came from, and there I 
** found him. Sir, sitting under a tree in a 
*^ field, reading aloud by himself; and when 
^ he saw me, the poor lad started and shut 
** his book ; and says I, * Why start, my Boy ? 
** I shan't hurt you ; never be ashamed of 
doing right, Bob, — good men don't start.' 
I told him I wished he wouldn't go with 
" them bad ones,— (for he's a favourite. Sir, 
" with 'em all.) Well, . and then says I, 
** Maybe you've some Parent away off as 
** taught you to read, so go on doing as they 
" tola you f and I saw him turn away and 
" cry — the colour came to his face — we 
'' walked home together, and tho' he didn't 
** say much, I've always thought he looked 
** on me as his friend since. But I'm afraid 
*' he's lost many of those ways. I don't see 
him say his I^rayers now, or read either : 
and then they've got him to go out with 
** 'em on one of their mad frolics to-night to 
** have a drinking bout at the Blue Boar. 
** I told him not to go ; I know he doesn't 
** want: some ill will come of it, that's as 
•« I think, however." 

Listening to these rambling remarks about 
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the Boy^ the Minister watched hisfigore as he 
crofised the oourt-yard. There was some- 
thing about his whole nuumer and ibrm which 
had stnick him with an unusual . interest, 
and he fully joined in the regret expressed 
by the Soloier at his eyil companions with 
whom he liyed. 

It was early in the next morning that a 
messenger came to him from the barracks, 
begging him to come immediately to see a 
youth who was not expected to liye. He 
had met with a seyere accident that night 
from a fall, which he had had in company 
with some companions who had been engaged 
in a drunken frolic. " I went to the barrack- 
** room/' to use the Minister's own words, 
<< the same in which I was yesterday, and 
** on enterini^ saw in a bed in the comer 
^' the yery Boy I had felt so interested in 
*^ before* The room was dark, and a few 
men were hutering about it> occupied 
ID wious^ worfai The Boy was lyii^ 
^^ upon a pillow which propped up his 
^* head ; the light from uie ismall narrow 
** window fell upon his fac^ which looked 
^* deadly pale; tne same eye I had been so 
struck with yesterday, was now gaaang 
with a look of deep anxiety upon the 
door through which he expected me. 
His neck lay bare to giye a greater ease.to 
'^ his breathing. His box was by hia bed- 
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** side, with his sword and hat, and a little 
^^ Bible which the Soldier had been reading to 
" him. Poor Boy I it will be long before 
^^ I forget the quick anxious manner with 
♦* which he held out his hand to me. * Oh, 
^^ Sir, I'm dying, and I want to speak to 
" you.' There was a look of unspeakable 
*^ sorrow in his face as he spoke, and equally 
'^ so in the manner in which he held my hana. 
" * Oh, Sir, Sir, I know I'm dying, and Tve 
" so very much to ask you. x ou don^t know 
*^ how much,' and the tears started from the 
^* poor lad's eye. * I've been so bad— so very 
** bad, and now I'm going. I heard you 
** speak to Jack Moms yesterday, I little 
'^ thought how soon I should be as near gone 
^^ as he. I was half determined then not to 
^^ go out on their mad scheme, but they 
^^ laughed at me, so I went, and here's what*s 
** come of il.' He seemed too much over- 
'^ come to speak more ; he sunk back quite 
'' exhausted; there was a pause for a moment; 
** when he again began, — * I have a Mother, 
^ Sir 1 poor old Mother I Oh, Sir, I've been 
** so bad to her ; I left her months ago to be 
** a Soldier, and I never let her know where 
^ I was, and I've never heard of her. since, 
** and I did tell her I'd never leave her, and 
** I did leave her after all ; and. Sir, I can^t 
^ die without seeing her, so do send for her, 
*f please do ; and here's all my little savings 
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" to pay the journey,' said he, drawing from 
" under his pillow a little bag of money. * I 
" did save it for her, so pray do send it her, 
" and tell her how sorry 1 was. But now> 
" oh, perhaps, I shan't ever see poor Mother 
" again I' The colour rushed to his cheek, 
" and he burst into tears. The old Soldier 
** who was standing by, brushed away a tear, 
" for it was a very sad scene. I asked him 
*^ what had ever made him leave his Mother, 
^^ since she seemed so dependant on him. He 
told me he scarcely knew ; he hardly meant 
it the day he went ; but he had indulged a 
wish to go, and had listened to the advice 
" of some bad youths who urged him to go, 
** — he never meant it at the time ; but wish- 
** ing to do what was wrong, had led him on 
" to do it. It was a sad tale ; a tale of sorrow, 
** brought on by not at once shutting his 
** mind against a wrong Wish, and at once 
" determining to follow a Mother's desire. It 
" was, indeed, a punishment of a disobedient 
Son. * I hardly thought at the time that it was 
disobeying her. I never thouscht of it till 
I waa L Lay from home, and Ln, Sir, oh, 
*' it did come on me with such a feeling. But 
" then it was too late ; then I was 'listed, and 
they only laughed at me when I talked of 

foing back. Oh, when I thought of poor old 
lother sitting alone in that cottage where 
" I used to be with her, and thought of her 
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" all the dreary winters' nights^ and gone 
** perhaps to the House, and that all because 
of me; oh. Sir, I thought I should have 
died outright. But I could not write to 
*^ her, I was so ashamed ; and I thought I 
" should get leave and go to her, and so 
I put off and put off, and now it's come to 
this. I did love this little money bag so, 
" because I called it ^ Mother s,'<^d that used 
to make me think less badly of myself, 
when 1 thought I was saving up all to take 
" to her. I can't tell you what wretched 
" days I've had, and then I felt I was so 
^' sinning against God, Him as she used to 
" teach me to pray to and serve. I knew 
" He was angry with me for leaving her, 
*^ and so I felt as if I couldn't pray — and 
now you know the worst. Sir. I've been 
a bad, bad Boy; do tell me what to do, and 
" send for poor old Mother to come and see 
" me before I die.' Of course I promised 
" to do all he asked me. I saw his poor feeble 
" frame was quite exhausted by what he said. 
*^ The poor Boy was worse that night. 

" The old Soldier who waited on him told 
** me he went on so about his Mother while he 
** wandered in fever. * It was all his Mother, 
** Sir, his poor old Mother, when ^ she would 
♦^ come ;' and then he thought she was by him, 
** and he began to beg her pardon, and then he 
■* would talk to her as if he was sitting by 
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** her own cottage door. It's unked work^ 
*^ SxTy to see the poor lad so fashed about his 
"Mother.* 

" I saw him early in the morning. When 
*^ he heard me come, he started up and 

flung aside the curtain. His eyes were 

fixed a moment in vacancy, as if looking 
** for something he did not see, and then he 
" sunk back disappointed on his pillow. I told 
** him I had sent for his Mother, and sent the 
" little note he had written to her. He looked 
" earnestly at me, and it seemed to be a painful 
" effort to understand what I said. TVTien he 
" did, he only said to me with an expression of 
" bitter agony, ' Oh, do you think she'll come 
" before I die ?' It seemed a hard question 
*^ to answer. His sinking cheeks and hectic 
" colour, his wasted hands and fast-shortening 
** breath, all seemed to give but little hope 
" that the poor Soldier Boy would ever see his 
" old Mother on earth again. He seemed to 
" read my thoughts in my face. * Then you 
" think I shan't, and she 11 come and see her 
" Robert dead, and then she'll go back and 
^^ sit in that cottage all alone, and I shan't 
" hear her say, * Robert, I forgive you ?' 

" He burst mto fresh tears; the extreme sor- 
" row he showed about his Mother, convinced 
" me that he was a Boy of unusual feeling, 
" and increased my interest in him. I urged 

him strongly to consider his Sins, especially 
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'^ the Sin of Disobedience^ which he was soon 
'^ to answer for. I tried to show him, that his 
" bitter Trial, now in not seeing his Mother 
^* by his side, was a punishment for his great 
'^ Disobedience in leaving her, whom 6oa had 
" left him to cherish, and for allowing his 
" mind to dwell on desires which he knew 
«« were wrong. He listened eamestlj to all I 
** said, but could say but little, though from 
^^ what he did, I felt convinced he was very 
'^ penitent. I easily discovered, that his sin in 
*' leaving home had hindered him in following 
** up a religious life, and had led him by de- 
grees to neglect his Prayers and attenoance 
at Church ; that he had gone on from bad to 
worse, because he lived in an unrepented 
Sin, which his leaving his Mother was, be- 
" cause he would not make the only restitu- 
** tion now in his power, — ^to let her know 
*^ where he was, and acknowledge his fault. 
" HehadputoffBepentance — ^he hadshimned 
** thinking, for he feared it, — so he had fallen 
** under the influence of his evil companions, 
^^ and now his Sin had been the cause of his 
** death ; but I had every reason to think, 
** that, though his punishment was bitter here, 
** yet that a gracious God allowed him time 
** to repent, and find a Pardon through the 
'^ Merits of Jesus Christ. He sought it in the 
^* few days in which I saw him, ^carefully, and 
** with tears.' Each day he got lower and lower; 
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" each day gave less hope ; and his agony to 
" see his Mother was each day disappointed. 
" ^ Oh, if I could but see her old red cloak at 
** yonder door,' he would say to me, * if I 
" could but see her once ag^ — but I know I 
deserve it all,' The poor youth strove to 
be patient ; he used to have his pillow so 
propped up, that he might see the door at 
the end of the long dark barrack-room, and 
" watch for her ; every sound roused him ; he 
thought it was her step : I can fancy I see 
him now, with his sad blue eye, which had 
" lost so much of its lustre by approaching 
" death, and his pale wasted cheek ; his 
" Soldier's cloak thrown over him, and his 
*^ thin, worn-out hands clasped on his breast,* 
** as he lay, propped up in bed, * waiting for 
" his Mother.' " 

Through many a dark winter s night, did 
Widow Lee lie in her little workhouse bed, 
and think of Robert ; then she would fall 
asleep, and dream that he was with her like 
he used to be ; and when she woke and found 
he was not there, she would come down to 
her solitary comer of the Woman's Ward^ 
and think about him ; what had she else to 
think of in this world ? she was a Widow, and 
Robert was her only Son, but he never wrotej 
and she had heard nothing of him since he 
went away. I was the bearer of the first newd 
she heard ; she was sitting, as usual, in \i&t 
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corner, her small black silk bonnet on her 
head, and her red cloak drawn round her. I 
gave her a note from her Son — the note will 
best tell its own tale : 

" Dear Mother, — This comes hoping it 
finds you well, as it leaves me very ifi at 
present, God's will be done. Mother, Tm a' 
dying — Oh, Mother, make haste, and come 
'** and see your poor Robert before he dies — 
" Mother dear, I can't die without you say 
" you forgive me — I shan't live many days, 
" so pray come, dear Mother, — and so no 
" more at present, from your sinful son — 
" Eobert." 

*^ Oh, Robert, my child, Robert," cried the 
poor Mother, as she rose from her chair, and 
her streaming grey eyes were turned to hea- 
ven, and down her sunk and withered cheek 
the tears were dropping one by one ; — " Oh, 
" Robert, my child Robert, and won't I go 
" and see you, my poor dear Boy?" It will 
be long before I forget the figure of the poor 
Widow, as for the first time for many a long 
month, all her energy seemed roused. The 
people around stared with surprise. She 
staggered out of the room with my help, 
though I scarce knew what she would do, and 
when her feeble body had carried her to the 
foot of the Workhouse stairs, she sunk down 
upon the last step, and cried. 

She set forth next day in a waggon for the 
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north ; a day or two passed ere she reached 
the town. She went straight towards the 
barracks ; she was dressed just as she always 
was, with her cloak and her black bonnet, and 
her oak stick was in her hand. A bell was 
tolling when she reached the castle gate, and 
a funeral was coming out — ^it was. a Soldier's 
fulieral; first came Soldiers walking two by 
two — then the coffin, borne by six'-*--and on 
the coffin a Soldier's cloak, and a Soldier's hat, 
and a Soldier's sword; behind came the 
others, and then the band, which played the 
solemn music, as they walked on to the 
burial ; one by one, they left the castle gate, 
and they walked to the tune of the music. 

The W idow stood among the crowd. ^^It'u 
'^ Jack Morris, the drunkard," said a man in 
the mob, ** he's been a bad one." She didn't 
know why, but the remark cheered the 
Widow's heart; she had not had courage 
before to ask whose the funeral was —she 
had now. The last soldier bad left the door^ 
way ; the whole sad procession was winding 
slowly down the caaUe hill, ere the Widow 
reached the sentry-box, and asked the question. 
** Whose funeral ?" said the man, "Eobert 
^ Lee s, as fine a lad as eyer was seen, more'a 
** the pity, to die so young : " and he turned 
away on. his regular walk. 

The mob joined in after the band, and in 
ihe crowd joined the Widow Lee--ber red 
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doak went with them all^ and her oak stick 
helped her on — but she did not know where 
she went. The crowd grew thicker, but 
thick or not, the red cloak went with it; 
when the people ran, the poor old Widow 
ran too ; when they walked, she walked ; all 
the street was full, to see the young Soldier's 
funeral, but she knew not if it was full or 
not • what mattered it to her ? her Boy was 
in that coffin, and that was all that mattered 
to her. 

" Robert Lee, Robert Lee," said she to 
herself, *' that's my Boy ;" and then she would 
foi^et herself, and say, " It's Jack Morris's 
" funeral ; " then she would ask a little lad 
who stood by, and he looked up in the old 
woman's fkce, and said, ^^ It's Robert Lee, 
"ma'am, the Soldier Boy," and her face would 
fall, as she said, " Ah, yes, yes, Robert Lee^ 
" that's my poor Boy." 

The people talked about him, and said, 
" how fine a lad he was I and how quick his 
*^ death was ! and how he had an old Mother 
" somewhere in the country 1 and how since 
** the sodgers came to the castle, there wasn't 
*^ a finer lad than Robert Lee ;" and more 
than once the old Widow stopped to hear them 
talk, and fixed her vacant grey eye full in 
their faces ; but before they had finished the 
sentence, she seemed to have lost its meaning, 
and hobbled on amid the crowd. The music 
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was very aad and grand, and all the people 
seemed to feel it so, and as the young Soldier's 
coffin passed along, there were many who 
dropped a tear. But his mother did not cry ; 
once she came near the coffin, and laid hold 
on the heavy pall ; a soldier pushed her off; 
^^ Stand back, there," said the man. She 
looked up in his face, and drew back : ^^ And 
^^ why stand back ? isn't he who lies there, 
'^ more to me than to all this crowd ? haven't 
" I more to do with him tiian you aU ? didn't 
^^ you call him Bobert Lee ; and what's 
** Kobert Lee to you, to what he is to me ?" 
They thought she was mad, and they 
pushed her back into the crowd. They 
reached the. churchyard gate; some went 
after the coffin into the ground, and Widow 
Lee went too. The Service was read in 
the Church, and she heard it read. The 
coffin was carried out to the grave, and 
she followed it ; the people noticed her ; some 
said, ** See yon old wpmun, how fast she fol- 
^^ lows the coffin ; is she mad ? or maybe she's 
"his Mother." The coffin was about to be let 
down into its last home, when she pushed 
forward, and laid hold on it: ^^ And will you 
**put him down into that ground, and I 
'^ haven't seen him ; and mayn't I have one 
" look at his dear blue eye and his fair hair, 
'^ as I used to stroke when he was little? Oh, 
Brobert, Bobert, my pretty Boy, and shan't 
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I have a lo<^ on you once again; and 
" when I came all the way to say I did for- 
give you — and oh, don't I, didn't I forgive 
you, from my very heart ? — Sirs, he as lies 
" there, is more to me than to any of you 
*^ — di<hi't he leave never a word for his poor 
" old Mother?" and tl» Widow sunk down 
upon her child's coffin. 

The roughest Soldier's cheek was wet ; they 
letdown the leoffin, and they filled up the grave. 
They fired the gun over it, and they marched 
quicJdy away. Tiie music sounded merrily 
as the band returned from the young Soi- 
diers funeraL The last S(ddier had left the 
church-yard gate — ^the broad red light of 
the sinking sun feU sad and fuU on the 
quiet burial ground, and on the red cloak 
which was lying by the new-dug turf; and 
when the sun was gone, axid the cold, still, 
twilight hovered over the tombs, the Widow 
was still there — lying by Sdbert's grave. 

He had not fi)rgotten his Mother, — he 
waited for her day after day, propped up in 
his bed, but she never came ; me Clergyman 
said he thought it hastened his death, frettiog 
for her ; he was with him when he died ; he 
closed his eyes, for he had no one else to 
do it. He med leaning on the pillow, as if 
he was still expecting something to the last. 
A few minutes before the last stru^le, 
he started, and mentioned her name. The 
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Minister said he died truly penitent and modt 
patient : and fully seeing how deeply his Sin 
of Disobedience had brou£:ht God's ohastening 
Hand on him. He died in humble Trust on 
Jesus Christy — he breathed his last in the long 
dark barrack-room^ — and as the old Soldier 
threw his cloak across his young dead face, he 
said^ '* there's gone as fine a lad as ever 
" came into the regiment." He left a note for 
his Mother, written faintly with a trembling 
hand: " Dear Mother, — Don't fret for me, 
" I have looked for you day and night. — Love 

God, dear Mother, and pray God we may 

meet some day." 

The Widow came back to the Union ; where 
else should she go ? one place was as good as 
another to her now: she had no home on earth 
except it was Robert's Grave. She had only 
two wishes : The first was, to be sent once a 
year to see his grave: and any little trifle which 
she had gi^en her, was treasured up to pay 
for keeping it " tidy,*' as she used to say. — 
Her other wish was, that -when she died, her 
bones might lie by his bones. 
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§HE sun was beginning to sink, to- 
1 wards the middle of a June after- 
I nooD, and groups of little village 
' children )md gathered with idle 
curiosity about a new dug grave in the 
churchyard ; a few stra^lers lingered at the 
gate; and others, too young even to feel curi- 
oeity at the scene of death, were plucking blue- 
bells and pansies in the hedge. It was a 
very beautiful churchyard. Hula roae around 
it, covered with fields, and a wood lay beyond 
them in the far distance. 

" 'Tis a little grave, Nanny, a very little 
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** grave, one would scarce mind to lie in it , 
" it looks so young like." 

" Oh, hush, Mary 1 how can you talk so ? 
" maybe you'll lie in one soon enough : but 
" who is it for ?" 

"It's Annie Wilson's; she died last 
" Monday; she was only three years old; it's 
" very sad to die so young," said Mary, the 
tears starting in her eye. 

" Do not cry> Mary dear," said a little girl 
who clun^ to her sister's hand, and had 
seemed half terrified already with the scene 
around ; *' Annie Wilson had the fever, and 
" so she died; but we're well, Mary dear." 

The little girl stopped, for the funeral had 
come. It was a little coffin, so narrow, yet 
longer than you would expect for one so 
young ; six girls carried it, bound round with 
white handkerchiefs. The mother followed, 
and she was all. Annie was her only child, 
and she had a sick husband, and she had no 
one else to care for her in the wide world. 

Annie Wilson was a very pretty child, and 
much liked by the children who lived near 
her, and many of them cried when her 
narrot^ coffin was let down into the quiet 
cold grave ; and they drew aside, and looked 
up with sad pitying eyes when Annie's mother 
came to the grave-side to take her last look 
of where her little girl was laid. It seeme<l 
as if her heart would break. It was her only 
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child, and she had many trials at home. Her 
little Annie had been her great comfort 
through them all, and had just become old 
enough to look sad when her mother cried, 
and to dance and sing when she was happy 
agsdn. 

" Poor Annie !" said the child which still 
held her sister's hand ; ** I wonder if I shall 
" die like her. You said she was happy to 

die ; how can she be happy down in the cold 

ground ?" 
Annie is not there, child, she is gone far 

away above yonder sky ; but you'll see some 

day." 

The little girl did not seem quite satisfied, 
but she was very thoughtful, and aU the 
children left the diurchyard far more quietly 
than they had come in, some crying, and 
some thinkmg, and aU, even the most merry, 
determined to be more careftd, and pray to 
Grod more. And as they left the pretty 
churchyard, they thought they almost loved 
it since Annie Wilson lay there. 

The evening sun sank behind the hills, 
and its red light shone on the new closed 
infant's grave. 

It was a. sad night to Wilson and his wife, 
it was the first night they had been without 
their little girl ; and ever since she had died, 
they had loved to sit by her cold body, and 
kiss its baby face, wmch looked like their 
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Annie. But all was gone now^ and they 
felt very solitary. Wilson had been ill for 
sometime; indeed, he had never been well 
since he was married. He had been a tall 
striking-looking man, and remarkable for his 
strength ; but illness had laid him low, and 
reduced him to great poverty. Hia wife had 
been better off, but had seen many a day's 
want since her marriage. Sickness had in- 
creased her difficulties in striving to provide 
for his wants. It was a few months before this 
funeral I have mentioned, that I was first 
asked to visit Wilson, who lay at the time 
dangerously ill. The cottage was old and 
almost falling to pieces, it bore every mark of 
extreme poverty ; a child was playing in the 
lower room, and the mother, who bore strongly 
the marks of care and want, directed me up 
stairs. Wilson lay on a low bed, with his head 
raised on his arm; his face was thin and 
wasted, and a deep hollow cough, which con- 
tinued incessantly, marked his illness to be 
consumption. He seemed to have nearly run . 
out his term of days ; and want and sorrow 
were hastening his end. 

He seemed a man of considerable intelli- 
gence and much warm feeling. He knew 
"but little of religion, but seemed most willing 
to be instructed, so much so that I continued 
ki visit him daily, and found a great improve- 
ment in him in the course of the foUowins 



Annie's grave. 



winter. His mind, by decrees, became quite 
taken up with the tnought of holier thmgs, 
and desire to live a better life if God spared 
him; and though he seldom left the little bed 
on which I first found him, and to which from 
his great weakness he was confined, he some- 
times came down stairs, on which occasions I 
always found him, with his little girl in his 
arms and his wife by his side, reading aloud the 
bible. He had few temptations from with- 
out to d^w him aside, being unable to leave 
his cottage door ; and the near approach of 
death, which seemed almost to be looking 
him in the face, cast an air of solemnity 
and sadness about his manner. 

One thing particularly marked his conduct, 
his deep love for his liUe ^rl; she was a 
very lovely child, and loved him as deeply 
as he loved her; she scarcely ever left 
his knees, and I can almost now see her 
lai^e blue eyes fixed on her father's pale wan 
face, as she would watch the tears wnich ran 
down upon his cheek, and which he oflen 
ahed when he thought of leaving her, and 
the destitute state she and her mouier would 
be in. She could never be happy till he had 
oeased to cry, and would begin to shed tears 
with him, as she nestled her baby face in 
his bosom ; and she said, *' If father cry, 
^nnie cry too." He did love her ; she was 
his great earthly comfort through his long 
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winter's illness, and many an hour would be 
wiled away by hearing her playful talk, or 
watching her grave attention when he talked 
to her of things she could scarcely under- 
stand. When he was in bed she would lie 
by his side ; when he was asleep she would 
sit by to startle the flies from ids face, and 
would watch by him till sometimes her eye, 
worn out with watching, had closed in sleep, 
and her soft smiling cheek had sunk down 
upon her father's worn-out face ; and I have 
found them lying thus together when I have 
gone in, her &ce upon his, and her little white 
hand thrown round her father's neck. 

Wilson was a man of deep tender feeling, 
and he clung to his little girl with a fondness 
which was almost painful, when one felt 
they would so soon part; — ^but they were 
to part in a different manner from that 
which he expected. 

Annie died first ; she sickened in spring, 
afler her father had passed a long winter of 
suffering, through which she haa been his 
chief comfort. She lay ill three weeks, and 
never left her cradle, which was kept by her 
father's side. 

She died the beginning of May, and Wil- 
son felt more desolate than ever, though his 
trial, without doubt, served to wean him from 
the world, and fix his thoughts more on God, 
whom he had been seeking. 
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On the day of her funeral the sun slione 
in full heat and beauty, and the whole vil- 
lage, with its lanes and hedge-rows, was 
gay and green with another spring. Early 
in the morning I had gone to Wilson's cot- 
tage, and finding the lower room empty, I 
went up stairs. He was alone ; the coffin 
was by his side and lay open, and his head 
was resting against its edge. He did not 
move as I entered. The lovely form of his 
little Annie lay cold and placid before him ; 
and the dim shadowy hght which came 
through the curtain over the window added 
to the solemnity and sacredness of the scene. 
There was a wreath of blue-bells round her 
head, and some white flowers were thrown 
all over her shroud. Her cheek was slightly 
sunk in death, and I remember noticing a 
tear-drop which was lying on it, which had 
dropped from her father s eye. Poor Wil- 
son! he had been out all the morning 
to gather the earliest flowers to deck her 
with before she was buried. He would not 
leave the corpse until it was quite time for it 
to be carried to its last home on earth ; and 
it seemed as if it would have broken his 
heart as he leant against the door, and 
watched the coffin carried down his garden 
by the six children we have described in the 
beginning of the story. But it was a trial 
blest to him. He had deep feelings, and 
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they were all called out for his child ; and 
though for many a long summer evening he 
sat sad and unhappy by hjs garden gate, 
he was always struggling against discontent, 
and was ever ready to hear advice which 
might help him in serving God. There 
was certainly a great change in his whole 
life and state of mind since a few months 
before, when, as I could gather from all I 
heard, he had been the proudest man in the 
village, and remarkable for his drunkenness 
and unsteady conduct. 

Annie had been buried some months, and 
the summer was fading into autumn, when I 
was able to place WUson in a position of 
some importance and trust in tne parish, 
from which he was able to earn a sufficient 
livelihood without farther injuring his health. 
For a while he continued tluinkful, calm, and 
contented, striving to serve God, and to bear 
the trials he had had with patience; but 
after a while there was a change, a slow 
gradual change. He was occasionally absent 
from church, and when he was there his 
dress was above his station; his manner 
careless and inattentive. He seemed less 
willing to ask advice on subjects of religion, 
and more inclined to excuse his faults. 

When he did speak, he seemed to be 
strongly impressed with the importance of 
still advancmg in good things, and showed 
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on all occasions great feeling on the subject 
of religion. For a few days, after a con- 
versation when his faults had been placed 
before him, he was more watchful, but he by 
degrees began to depend too much on con- 
versation to keep up his religious efforts. 
Our religion must depend more on sacra- 
ments and prayers, — ^less on the excitement 
often produced by intercourse with men. 
Such changes were painful to watch. Wil- 
son, I knew, was naturally proud ; his reli- 
gion had been too much one depending on 
feeling, and he was not able to stand against 

Erosperity. He could endure adversity, for 
e had deep warm feelings ; and indulging 
them when affliction offered opportunity, 
pleased him ; days of success were different. 
He had begun to think that if he could cry 
at the death of his child, and long to be with 
her, it was a sign he was serving God from 
the heart. This is not all that is needful, — 
far from it. 

I learnt that he had formed a small so- 
ciety among a few more steady men in the 
village, who met at his house to sing hymns 
in the evening, and he read aloud to them. 
I feared there was vanity mixed up with it 
all, and my fears were true. Singing hymns 
became amongst them a common occupation, 
carried on in a careless irreverent spirit, 
when most out of season. More than 
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once, by the influence of Wilson, the 
whole party were seen in the church of a 
neighbouring parish on Sunday, having gone 
there to display their own knowledge of 
singing hymns. All this was bad, and when 
at length a new attack on his lungs com- 
pelled him to give up his singing, he no 
longer felt any interest in the society of 
those whom he had called together, it showed 
but too plainly that vanity had been the 
cause of these exertions. The subject was 
religious, and he thought he was religious 
by employing himself on it. So by degrees 
he fell away from the path of right. He 
had mistaken the true use of trouble ; he 
had thought it had done its work when it 
had made him feel the importance of reli- 
gion—the shortness of life. This is not all 
its work, it must lead us to a<5t also. From 
thus leaving off his attention to the external 
occasions of religion, Wilson went on to 
make it a mere tool for his vanity, and from 
that to almost giving up the profession alto- 
gether. Often and often has his wife come 
to me, with tears in her eyes, to beg me to 
speak to him, and try to bring him back to 
the feelings he once had, and which he had 
now so forsaken. Words had a great effect 
upon him. Perhaps those who are easily 
worked upon by words, and who need con- 
8t,antly that kind of outward support, are 



Annie's grave. 13 

the least satisfactory cases we have to do 
with. A mind stayed on the use of means 
which accustoms itself to find grace and 
encouragement often in the use . of prayer 
and the noly communion^ in the sweet calm 
of public worship, and the awful quiet of 
self-examination, will be in far more hopeful 
condition, though the feelings be less ex- 
cited, and the hope less high, than the mind 
which always needs the persuasion of per- 
sonal intercourse. I was at last compelled 
to deprive Wilson of the office in which I 
had placed him. His general character be- 
came conceited by it. Keligion was daily 
receiving a blow in the village from his hold- 
ing the place he did, whilst he made pro- 
fessions he 80 little acted up to. I had 
marked that he first began to fall away, 
rapidly away, from right conduct, when he 
ceased to be a communicant. By losing his 
place he was reduced to great poverty. He 
had now three children, and nothing to look 
to to support them. His feelings were 
strongly affected by the change ; he seemed 
to " come to himself," and to compare his pre- 
sent state in the opinion of them about nim 
with what he had thought of himself a few 
weeks before. 

How hmnbled I How fallen 1 He thought 
of the past with bitterness, but it was not of 
sincere repentance ; it was sorrow, but not 
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** Godly sorrow." He gave way to despair^ 
and ceased to think of making an effort to 
serve God. This is generally the course of 
a religion, of mere feeung. A man who has 
trustea to it fails in practice, and he finds 
but little to fall back on, and he despairs. 

The evening was growing late, and WU- 
son's wife had been rocking their youngest 
cmld to sleep by her cottage door. It was a 
bright summer evemng, and the stars were 
coming one by one in liie deep blue heaven. 
She had been watching for more than two 
hours for her husband's return, but he had 
not come. She felt the more anxious because 
she knew he had left the house wretched 
and heartless at the state of want to which 
his conduct had reduced his wife and chil- 
dren. She listened to every sound, but he 
did not arrive. 

The sound of the children's voices at play in 
the distant village had grown fainter and 
fainter as each little group retired to rest. 
A few stragglers were stiU shouting in the 
far distance ; more than one silent bat had 
flapped its wings by her ear, when, taking 
up her child, she went towards the fields to 
which she thought he had gone. 

It was difficult for her to make her way 
across the fields with her baby in her arms ; 
the grass was long, and herself weak and 
trembling with fear. She reached a little 
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pond of water, and, quite exhausted with her 
fears and the weight of the child she was 
carrying, she sunk down upon the grass; 
the silence was deep all around her — she 
knew it was a frequent resort of her hus- 
band's, and often from her cottage window 
she had watched his steps as he took the 
way to the pond. It was always when he 
was most unhappy, and she watched him 
with great anxiety, she scarce knew why. 
The stillness was now awful to her feel- 
ings ; she could not go home without him ; 
she could not be in that silent home, wait- 
ing for his return, as she had done night 
after night abeady ; she determined to stay 
where she was, tul something should guide 
her way to her husband. She scarce knew 
what she expected would come, but still she 
could not go back without him. Her baby 
had fallen asleep upon her shoulder, " Poor 
*^ baby I" said she, "would that father 
^ would love you as he did his Annie. Poor, 
" poor baby, and poor I !" and as she said it, 
she burst into tears. She was startled by a 
sound within a few yards of her. 

" Is that you, mother ?" said Wilson, rising 
from the grass close to the water's edge, 
" Where am I ! What have I done !" and as 
he spoke he rose and came towards his wife. 

" Oh, father, how could you frighten me 
" so ? it is so cruel of you ; Why do you take 
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*^ these long walks alone at night, and leave 
** me and my poor baby at home ? Look at 
your little child, WUson — do look at it, 
and think how you used to love Annie, 
and why don't you love this ? Is it not 
your own child, Wilson ? I say it is your 
own." So saying, she lifted up the sleep- 
ing infant to its father's lips ; he kissed its 
half-closed mouth, and, turning away to wipe 
off the tear from his eye, he led his wife 
away. There were some minutes before 
any thing was said by either; at last Wilson 
spoke. 

"Mother I I have done a fearful thing 
to-night ; but by the good God's mercy I 
he saved me from it." He stopped again^ 
and his manner seemed desultory and wild. 

^' What is it you've done ?*' said his wife ; 
" tell me at once, and oh, don't make bad 
worse by keeping me in ignorance." 

Many and many's the night I've left 
" home and walked over here to that water, 
and many's the time I've left the cottage 
" door, and turned round as I shut it, to look 
" for the last time, as I thought, on you and 
" tliese little ones. How could I bear to hear 
them cry for food, and I hadn't got it to 
give them, and when it was all my fault 
they starved ? God took my little Annie, 
" and Pm killing them." His voice choked 
with tears ; he could not say more. 
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" But tell me, father, tell me what it is 
"you've done to-night ?" 

" I've killed 'em, I know I have," conti- 
nued he, running on in the same wild strain ; 

* I knew it when I heard 'em cry this mom- 

* ing for food ; I could bear any thing, but 

* I can't bear that. You saw me go ; you 

* didn't see me, though, look through the 
^little back window, to see them for the 
*last time — them as I'd loved so much; 
*you didn't see me cry like a child as I 
' turned away." 

She answered nothing, for she had seen 
him do this ; he never left her but that she 
watched him. 

Wilson again paused. " Still it must 
** come out, must it ? I didn't mean it should. 

Well, then, I tell you, I've often come 

here to this pond, — I mean, while the stars 
**were so cold, and I've sat there on the 
"bank of reeds; oh I I've sat there hour 
" after hour, looting and looking — ^" 

" At what ?" said his wife, anxiously. 

"Whv I couldn't do it; I tried, and I 
"couldnt; I always tried in vain; some- 
" thing always seemed to hold me back; 
" sometimes I thought I heard them call me." 

"Do what?" 

" Drown myself;" said Wilson, in a tone 
which made her blood creep. " Drown my- 
" self; why do you make me say the horrid 
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"word again?" Wilson turned round with 
a ghastly smile and look of horror to the 
water;, which lay clear and cold beneath the 
starlight His wife, trembling, tried to draw 
him on ; but he would not mbve. He stood 
gazing on the pond. *' I hate it ; I hate to 
^^ see it ; no one knows what that pond is to 
** me ; I've been there for hours alone ; I 
^^ hate to see it, and yet I know I shall come 
"back to-morrow, it is wy place. These 
very reeds have been to me like my chil- 
dren, telling me to save my life." His 
manner was so strange and wild that his wife 
was terrified more and more. 

" Father, do please come — do come home ; 
*^ I'm very ill, and can't bear it any longer." 
Saying this, she held the child towards him ; 
he took it without speaking. The child 
looked up in its father's face and smiled, and 
a tear feE froin Wilson's- cheek upon his 
baby's face. He walked quietly home ; his 
wife said she knew nothing would have 
brought him home but his child, it made him 
forget himself. He said no more that night. 
From what he afterwards told, it appeared 
that he had gone down that evening with 
the dreadful intention of drowning lumself^ 
and, lest he should fail in his intention, as 
he had done before, he prepared to do it at 
once, when he saw a labourer pass along the 
field; fearing he might be watched, he lay 
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down on the grass, intending to slip into the 
water, when he immediately fell asleep, and 
never woke till his wife found him as I have 
described above. 

^^I was quite determined, but God kept 
^*me back." 

^^Oh, thank him a thousand times for 
" that 1" said poor Mrs. Wilson, drawing her 
children aroiind their father. They cried 
because their mother did. 

"Why thank God, mother?^ asked her 
little boy. 

"Because he has saved father's life; for 
** that we have to thank God." 

" Father, show me, and I will," said his 
child ; "show me how to say my prayers. — 
Father—'' 

Wilson started up in an agony and rushed 
from the cottage. 

It was indeed an act of a most merciful 
God to spare the barren fig-tree one year 
more. 

Some time passed before Wilson returned ; 
meantime his wife came to me to beg that I 
would come up that evening and speak to 
him, and warn Idm of his fearful state. " He 
*^ minds what you say, sir; and when you 
^^ speak to him about what he used to feel, 
^^ he always is better for it. It is not that 
^^ he does not feel that he goes on so, it is 
5^ that he feels so much." 
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" Yes, Mrs. Wilson," said I, '* feelings have 
^ been his snare ; he has trusted to them 
' too much, and mistaken them for religion. 

* God has given them to us to be a prepa- 

* ration to religion. Wilson is by nature 
^ proud — very proud ; and while things hap- 
^ pened which touched his feelings and did 

* not hurt his pride, he went on well enough; 
*but he has no real principle, and when 
^ his pride is injured, he falls back on his 

* feelings, of a different kind, and these give 
' him no happiness, because they give him 
^ nothing to support him against his offended 

* pride. We must subdue our feelings, and 

* be submissive to God's wiU, or they run 

* away with us.** 

" Yes, sir, you say true enough," said the 
poor woman ; " but still, sir, you did think 
" he was good once ; • it wasn't all talk ;" for 
she could not, spite of all his faults, lose the 
respect which she had always had for her 
husband ; for then she used to be so proud 
of Wilson, and she could not bear to give 
him up." 

"No, Mrs. Wilson," I said, " certainly 
" not ; I think his religious feelings at one 
" time were very sincere, and he made great 
" efforts to turn to God ; but he did not go 
" on — he did not go far enough. He did not 
advance to good things by using God's ap- 
pointed Means ; and having reached what 
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** was only the beginning of good tilings^ he 
*^ was satisfied all was right, and stopped 
« there." 

I promised to come in the evening. 
I found him at home ; he was silent, and 
seemed to dislike my coming. I talked 
to him for some time. He said he was a 
wretched man ; that he had been good once, 
and found all his religion fail him ; and spoke 
in a despairing manner, almost amounting 
to blasphemy. It was sad indeed to hear a 
man all but blaming God for faults and 
frdilties of which his own indolence in the 
use of means had so manifestly been the 
cause. After some conversation he seemed 
more touched and thoughtftd, but he still 
despaired. He said God had forsaken him ; 
he was not the man he was when his Annie 
died. 

He tried to avoid me after this. He quite 
left off coming to church, and I heard occa- 
sionally from his wretched wife of the sad 
way he went on. He was generally kind to 
his family, and truly loved fliem ; — ie would 
have done any thing for them, but was too 
ill to work, fey his own wayward act he had 
lost the only place to which he seemed now 
suited. His children were pale, and sickly, 
and squalid. He would wander for hours 
in the lanes, dragging^ his two youngest 
children in a little cart, with his eldest boy 
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by their side. He was very proud of the 
latter, and his presence always seemed more 
than any thing else to call him out of him* 
self. His ffreatest dread always was the 
parishf and he often sat up whole nights to 
do trifling works of jobbmg, or any little 
matter he could turn his hand to, to earn 
enough to keep his children from the parish. 
** I'd far sooner have my children die," he 
used to say, ^' than leave them to the power 
** of a imion master, and taken away 
** from myself." But want pressed hard 
upon them by degrees, and Wilson set off 
one morning, wim his little boj, to the 
Board, which was held at the Umon Work- 
house, to try to get relief. It was a hard 
struggle for his proud heart, and that heart 
so litue subdued. 

When he arrived there he was shown into 
a room where a number of persons were 
waiting to have their cases examined. Some 
were poor sick creatures, with their heads 
tied up with white handkerchiefs, and their 
sunk black eyes and sickly cheeks, which 
seemed to say, they should not have been 
brought all that distance to have their cases 
examined. So, too, the medical man said 
who came in. Wilson's proud spirit sickened 
and rebelled against the sight beiore him; and 
he would not sit down, but stood by the door as 
he entered, as if he would not make himself 
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one of the unhappy set within. Little Ed* 
ward held his father's hand; his poor tattered 
frock and sickly face drew the attention of one 
or two of those who were there, who spake 
to him. The child, too young to feel his 
father's weight of grie^ immediately began 
to talk, and amuse himself with calling at 
the people who were standing about, when 
his voice became louder than the workhouse 
master, who was there, thought good. He 
ordered the child to be quiet ; but a second 
offence of a similar kind brought on the poor 
boy a severe blow on the face. 

" Even workhouse children seem to think 
** they have matters their own way," said 
the master, as he struck the child's face* 
' In a moment the crimson colour rushed 
over Edward's face, and a tear started to 
his eye. His father saw it, and was already 
writhing with indignation at different things 
he had seen. He was little prepared to see 
his little boy so treated. He started from 
the place where he stood, and struck the man 
to the ground with one blow of his fist. 
He had been a very powerful man, and 
having now no self-control for the fear of 
God or of man, the blow he gave was a very 
severe one. — The man lay senseless. 

In a moment the whole place was in a 
state of confusion, and Wilson was seized 
on and taken forcibly away. A mob had 
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githered round him which shut out his child 
om reaching hiuL 

« Father! father!" cried the child, " do 
** let me go to father." But his tears were 
only met with fresh blows, and, broken- 
hearted, the little boy sat down to cry on a 
bench in the comer. It was enough to make 
Wilson burst through all those who held 
him, when he saw his little boy left alone ; — 
but he might not stay. 

It was soon noised in the village that Wil- 
son had committed a great oiFence. Some 
said he had committed murder. His poor 
wife, troubled by the report, rushed out in 
the direction of the workhouse, and met the 
men who were bringing along her husband. 
Wilson looked at her with a look of inex- 
pressible bitterness, but he might not speak. 

It was a few days after this that I was in 
the neighbouring village on business ; it was 
the village where the magistrates sat. Passing 
along the street, I saw three figures across 
the way, one of which I immediately recog- 
nised to be Wilson, in custody of two police- 
men ; they were waiting for the sitting of tho 
magistrates, before whom his case was to be 
examined. Wilson's head was hung down, 
and his eyes so fixed on the ground that he 
did not notice me. I hesitated whether to 
cross the road and speak to him, knowing his 
proud temper, and especially his feelings with 
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regard to myself: I feared it might hurt 
him, and at that moment could do but little 
good. While I was doubting how to act, a 
scene took place which will never pass from 
my mind. I had watched him for some 
moments^ with his hands clasped, and not a 
syllable escaping his lips. The two police- 
men, with the usual indifference of men who 
are used to a scene of sin and misery which 
they are called on to witness, were talking to 
each other in an idle careless manner. 

At this moment the sound of a cart wheel 
was heard coming up the hill in the distance, 
and I almost instantly lifted up my eyes and 
saw a cart approaching the village hill, the 
figures of children standing in the front. It 
was coming so slowly and heavily along, that 
it was some time before I was able to see 
who they were that were in it ; indeed my 
own attention was too much taken up with 
the unhappy man, whose crime had brought 
him into misery, to think of any thing else 
at the moment. As the cart came near, 
I saw the figure of a child standing in the 
front; it was a little boy of about five 
years old. He was dressed in a faded nan- 
keen coat, which seemed worn out with wash- 
ing ; a ragged straw hat was on his head, 
from which a broken feather hung down over 
his ear, dirty . with wearing and neglect. A 
small blue shawl, equally faded with his 
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coat, covered, or tried to cover, his cold neck : 
his little red shivering arms were huddled up 
under the shawl ; he was trying to get warm. 
There was something seemingly in his hand 
which he was treasuring up with care; the 
child's face was pale and dirty ; and his man- 
ner was strange and excited. He stood in 
the front of the cart, and seemed anxiously 
watching the movements of the horses and 
the driver; this seemed for the moment to 
make him forget his trouble. As it ap- 
proached nearer, I saw the figure of a 
woman in the back part of the cart; her face 
was buried in her hands ; a baby lay in her 
lap ; by her side were two or three children, 
crying and talking by turns. There was 
sometning so strange and unusual about the 
appearance of the boy in front, that my at- 
tention was drawn towards the group: as 
they came near, I perceived mey were 
Wilson's fknily going to the workhouse. 

My only hope now was, that thev would 
pass without Wilson seeing them. His eyes 
were fixed on the ground; I thought they 
would pass by him unnoticed. My hope was 
vain ; the caxt drew up at a beer-shop just 
opposite where the prisoner stood ; the men 
jumped down, and the child, as a child will, 
raised the whip the driver had just dropped ; 
a severe blow and an oath followed. " Can't 
" you let things alone, little pauper?" said 
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the man^ in the usually brutal way in which 
officiab of an union do often address the poor. 
The child cried out with the pain, and shrug- 
ged his little shivering arms into his face. 
W ilson heard him cry, and he looked up. I 
saw the colour rush into his face and as soon 
leave it. He made a sudden start; little 
Edward saw his father, and in a moment all 
his pain was forgotten. The children ran to 
the side of the cart near which he was stand- 
ing. ^* Mother! mother I there's father. Fa- 
** ther 1" cried all the little voices : " Father 
** shall ride by me ; father shall have my 
** place ; father will go with us to the house 
** now; — ^father shall drive the horse, and not 
*^ the cruel man." 

Mrs. Wilson had hid her face deeper still 
in her threadbare shawl, and sobbed aloud. 

*^ Pray allow this poor woman to get out 
** and speak to her husband," said I, address- 
ing the driver-: " he is likely not to see her 
** again for many months." 

** And what's that to me ?" said the man ; 
she's a pai^per, and paupers haven't feel- 
ings : I can't wait for her." So spoke the 
man ; perhaps not unnaturally for one who 
was used to see the holy tie of matrimony 
broken, and those " put asunder whom 
God has joined;" and who were accus- 
tomed to see the " blessed poor" treated as 
animals to be kept alive. I appealed to 
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the policemen. They were more kind to the 
prisoner than the parish official to the pau- 

Sr; they let Wilson come near the cart, 
e did SO9 but he could not look up : he 
leant his head upon the rail : I saw the blood 
throb piteously to his forehead. " Oh, Wil- 
" son," said his wife, ^' see what you have 
" brought us to. I could not pay the rent, 
^^ and the landlord came and sold the things ; 
" and what could I do? we were all starving, 

so I got a ticket for the house." 

Then vou are going to the union?" said 
Wilson, with a tone full of bitterness. 

" What could I do else?" said she, "we 
" have no other home." 

" And all the things sold?" said her hus- 
band. 

" All sold — yes, every thing ; they would 
" hardly let my poor children keep the rags 
" on them." 

" The Bible, too," said he, " my Annie's 
Bible, which I so " loved— that sold?" 

"No, no, father, here's the Bible," cried 
little Edward, dragging out from under his 
ragged shawl the book, which hitherto he had 
hugged up in his cold, red, shivering hands ; 
"here's the Bible, father, dear. Edward 

bought it for a silver fourpence, which the 

lady gave him," and the child screamed again 
for jov. His mother, as far as her sobbing 
would allow her, told Wilson, that when the 
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men were carrying off the fumiture, the 
child saw them seizib on the Bible too, and, 
with more than a child's thoughtfulness, he 
said, " Oh, that's father's Bible, don't take 
** father's Bible ;" and going to a little box, 
in which he kept his sundry treasures, he 
brought out a silver four-pence a lady had 
given him, and offered it to the man for the 
Bible. It touched even his heart, and Ed- 
ward kept the Bible. The poor boy thrust 
it towards his father. " Do take it, father ; 
** Edward bought it for father." I can see 
the Bible now; it was a little blue, calf 
Bible, with diamond-shaped stamps on the 
side, and the edges of the leaves were all 
ragged and torn. One tear started from 
Wilson's eye, and rolled over his sickly, 
sunken cheek ; he took the book ; his voice 
struggled to speak. " Then I shall have no 

home to go to now, if I do come back; 

and youy where are you to go, my poor, 

poor children, to that workhouse, after all ? 

and you, too, Mary I" He could say no 
inore; his head again simk on the edge of 
the cart, and he sobbed aloud. The carters 
came up, and jumping into the cart, were 
beginning to urge on the horse. It was quite 
in vain to beg them to wait a little longer — 
not five minutes more, for a few more 
parting words. "They were paupers, so 
what mattered their feelings?" The poor 
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children cried bitterly as the cart diDve 
away; and long after it had gone on^ we 
heard their voices above the sound of the 
wheels, crying, " Father 1 father 1 You come 
'* too 1" feut he had a different work to do, 
to suffer Grod's just Chastisement for sin and 
delayed Repentance. Poor Wilson ! It was a 
bitter moment for him; he stood watching 
the cart tiU it was quite out of sight, and the 
form of little Edward, standing at the back, 
with his broken feather dangling from his hat, 
could be seen no more ; he watched them to 
the last, ,and then turned away; his heart 
seemed indeed nearly broken. The police- 
men had acted with great forbearance and 
feeling, which gave me an opportunity of 
going up to the unhappy man. He started 
when I approached him ; he was still gazing 
in the direction where the cart had gone. 
" Wilson," I said, " this is a sore trial to you, 
"but you have indeed brought it on your- 
" self; yet we are allowed to look at it as 
*' God giving the barren tree one year more, 
**and he is pruning it severely to make it 
" bring forth fruit:" 

" Yes, sir, yes," he said, " I know it all, I 
** have deserved it all ; and now all is over, 
'^all is lost, for efoer^ He said these last 
words with a bitterness which made me 
shudder. 

" No, no, Wilson, not for eeer ; unless you 
"are determined it shall be Is not God 
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long-suffering and gracious, slow to anger, 
** and of great mercy ? Of course, you are 
now under his anger, but he waits for you 
to repent ; you would never have had this 
opportunity given you at all, were it not 
*^ that he is still willing to bring you to Re- 
" pentance. Pray take this view of your case; 
^^ a little while, and it may be too late, and 
^* your heart hard past recovery. Oh, take this 
** moment before it is flown ; humble your- 
**self imder God's afflicting hand; vour 
** repentance must be severe and painiul ; it 
" must indeed be a work of life ; yet begin 
*^ without another hour's delay; remember, 
^^ despair is sin." The poor man seemed 
to listen attentively as I spoke; his eyes 
were fixed on the ground. As I ended, the 
policeman announced that the prisoner must 
go in for examination. '^You have that 
"Bible," s^d I, on parting, **may that be 
** blessed to your souL" He did not speak 
as they led him away. 

Months passed away, and I heard no more 
of the Wilsons. The Union in which Mrs. 
Wilson and the children were was not in my 
own parish, so I could not see them. Their 
cottage was soon occupied by another family. 
I often passed itj and never could help stand- 
ing, for a moment or more, to think of the 
unhappy family who had gone; that last 
scene was not to be forgotten. 

I was only able to learn that Wilson was 
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committed to prison and hard labour for some 
time. 

It was a year or more after the events I 
have described above, when I had one even- 
ing strolled out rather bevond my parish, to 
enjoy the beauty and stillness of the scene ; 
it was an evemng in early spring, and the 
sun had just sunk behind the ridge of a 
neighbouring hiU. It was one of those 
evenings when the air seems softened by the 
approach of summer, and the trees are red 
with the ahnost bursting bud ; the soft yel- 
low twilight glowed in the distance, melting 
over my head into a deep blue, while one 
silver star was just beaming out, and the 
cold thin crescent of the new moon stood 
out with the lustre of a diamond in the dark 
vault of the sky. A few birds were singing 
their last song before they went to rest in 
the boughs of the leafless trees, and the 
early gnats were dancing their fantastic reel 
over the tall topmost sprouts of the thorn. 
The smoke of a few cottages, which curled 
up over the fields before me, told me of a 
tired father, with his little children gathered 
round his knee. The only other sounds were 
the voices of a few stragglers who still lin- 
gered out to play in the early spring light 
before their cottage doors. 

I sat down on a stile to enjoy the calm 
scene, so full of peace and full of lessons to 
the Christian, speaking of the quiot calm- 
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ness which succeeds to the mind when Affec- 
tions are subdued to Christ — the character 
disciplined by Trials and sorrows having had 
their perfect work — having been contentedly 
borne and looked upon as filling up the suf- 
ferings of Christ to the members of his Body 
— ^the Church. The evening spoke of rest 
afler a day's toil, and spoke in its own 
deep undertone of the Kest which remains 
for the people of God when Christ's Church, 
no longer militant, will rest with him in 
glory. The calm glow of twilight seemed 
like the outward Form of the very Being of 
Rest and Tranquillity. 

A figure of a man approached me, its 
dark outline contrasting strikingly with the 
light behind him. He was walking slowly, 
and carried something on his back. As he 
approached me I perceived he felt inclined 
to avoid me; while hesitating whether to 
proceed or not, I saw him more clearly, 
and saw it was Wilson. 

I immediately went up to him> but he 
hung down his head and seemed unwilling 
to approach me. I soon learnt he had just 
left lus prison, and had turned immediately 
in the direction of his old home. He in- 
quired anxiously about his family, of whom 
I could tell him but little. I was ffreatly 
shocked to see how much thinner ana paler 
he looked, and how worn out he seemed: 
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his clothes were threadbare. A little bun- 
dle he carried on his shoulder seemed to con- 
tain his all. 

**Ah, sir," said he, "I've ^one through 
" much since I saw you, and mdeed I have 
"had cause to thank God I have been so 
*^ afflicted ; I trust I have left that prison a 
" different man to what I went in, thaiik God 
"for it; I had a hard trial at first, very 
^^ hard.'' He stopped, and he leaned on his 
stick. 

" It was hard,*' said I ; " yours was a proud 
"heart; it needed great pulling down to 
" humble it ; but a kind God has watched 
" over you and done the severe work, while 
he has ^not suffered you to be tempted 
beyond what you are able to bear.'" 

" He has not indeed, sir ; I thought when 
" I went into that prison my heart must have 
"broken; for davs and nights I could not 
" pray — I could hardly think ; I am sure if 
" 1 could, I should have made away with my 
"own life. Oh, sir, you don't know the 
" temptations I've had at times to ^Aa^" 

" I do not doubt," I said, "but that Satan 
"is allowed to have a peculiar power over 
** minds which are given over to serve him, 
'^ to tempt them to the most imnatural sins. 
" I have Known him so strongly tempt men to 
" destroy themselves, as to feave them appa- 
rently without the power of resisting mm. 
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" But we know God's Grace is sufficient for 
^^US) and it is only the bad whom he is 
** allowed thus to tempt." 

Our conversation lasted some time, and we 
had reached the gate of my house before it 
was finished. In the course of two or three 
weeks Wilson was again settled in the vil- 
lage, and his wife and children returned from 
the workhouse once more to live with him 
under one roof. 

It was a happy evening, the first on which 
they arrived. He had taken a small cot- 
tage, which stood in a retired lane away 
from the main part of the village ; he went 
himself to fetch back his family. I went to 
meet them on their return. It was a very 
beautiful scene — the red melancholy evening 
sun was setting over the high hedge-rows, 
which were bursting with their young leaves, 
and myriads of insects were dancing in the 
light calm air. I was watching their rapid mo- 
tions when the sound of the children's voices 
made me look that way, when little Edward 
turned the comer, running and leaping with 
joy before his father, who was carrying his 
youngest child on his shoulder, and leading 
another by the hand. His wife was leaning 
on his other arm ; poor thing I she had gone 
through much indeed, but it had not been in 
vain. The whole effect of the sunny sky in 
the quiet lane, the hedge-bank, full with its 
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early flowers, from the broad yellow prim- 
rose to the tall hyacinth, seeming determined 
to make up in colour for the absence of the 
leaves, the sound of the children's voices, 
and the happy faces of Wilson and his wife, 
formed a scene which was full of happiness 
to those who beheld it ; yet, to a close ob- 
server, there was deep sorrow marked on 
Wilson's face, which could leave no mistake 
that he had gone through, and was going 
through, much. He had sinned deeply, and 
however much we repent of sin, though we 
are by God's mercy restored to our earthly 
comforts awhile, yet there should be ever 
amid all our thankfulness and joy a deep sad 
recollection of past sin. 

And besides this, Wilson was very ill ; the 
complaint which had so long hung upon him 
had made rapid progress in the prison, and 
his bitter thoughts and anxiety for his family 
had served to confirm it more and more. He 
was plainly fast going, and was settling him- 
self in his new home but for a little while. 
I often saw him, and always found him sub- 
dued and chastened by affliction. It was 
having its " perfect work in him," and he 
was striving hard by God's grace to grow in 
every Grace of the Spirit. He had often 
prayed against pride and for humility ; when 
at his little Annie's grave he had first felt 
the importance of serving God. He little 
knew how God would answer his prayer. 
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through such a humbling process. We often 

Eray for Grace • and states of mind, and are 
ttle prepared to take patiently God's way 
and time of granting an answer. How often 
more faith is given by the rending of earthly 
ties, and humility by blows to our pride and 
vanity we little like at the time I So Wilson 
felt ; he had been indeed humbled, and now, 
while old friends in the village turned their 
backs on him, he would say, " Ah, well, God's 
" will be done ; I have only got what I 
** prayed to have — none but God to trust 
'' to.'^ 

Yet I know the struggle was severe to his 
disposition. For a few Sundays he was able 
to get to church; he was most regular, and 
especially at the holy Sacrament of the Lord's 
Supper — that blessed means of grace, by 
which we continue our baptismal state of 
membership with Christ. His care-worn 
face always seemed lightened of all its load 
as he turned away from the holy altar ; what 
was going on was the work of the Holy Spi- 
rit. It was a severe work of Repentance — 
much was to be undone. His will seemed 
perfect to serve God, and that makes our 
success sure. 

I was often struck with his extreme 
anxiety for the spiritual welfare of his wife 
and children. His very kind way of speak- 
ing of men who had certainly acted very 
unkindly to him struck me also; this was 
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unlike his natural character in days when h« 
had made a high profession. He had neg* 
lected sadly any regular instruction of his 
family. He seemed to fancy he could ri^e 
above the use of Means, and his severe lan- 
guage against his enemies had often been 
most pamful ; sorrow had done the work iii 
him by God's grace, which nothing else could* 

So weeks passed away, and mil summer 
again came upon the world. Wilson liad 
sunk rapidly ; by degrees he was unable to 
reach church, and was confined to the imme- 
diate neighbourhood of his cottage. 

I used often to see his tall wasted fimire, 
with his little boy in his hand, strolling 
imder the hedge. But soon that was too 
much also. 

It was long before the approach of death 
seemed to have done the work of completely 
levelling Wilson's strong constitution. The 
weather was unusually lovely, and the leaves 
had burst forth more than commonly early, 
but the greater warmth brought no more life 
to Wilson. His earthly day had passed away, 
and the summer's sim omy spoke of death 
to him in this world, though, God grant, it 
spoke of a brighter hope hereafter. I was 
sent for suddenly to see him one evening: — 
he was fast dying; he was sitting in his 
large arna-chair, with his face towards the 
door, which, opening on the Imic, helped 
the poor sufferer to enjoy all he could of the 
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life of the Bcene about him. The sun was 
sinking behind the cottage, and the shadow 
of it fell on the opposite hedge, while every 
tree and flower was blazing, with its crimson 
light. His eye was sunk deep in its socket ; 
his cheek was of an ashy pale ; his breath 
deep and laboured; that shadow was come 
over his face which always goes before 
death; the dry parched lip, and dewy fore- 
head, all spoke of dying: his thin hand was 
laid on his wife's, and little Edwar^ sat at 
his feet, watching his father. All were silent 
as I entered. 

" It is all nearly over," said he, turnmg, 
and offering his hand. 

" He was taken for death at two this 
" afternoon," said his wife. 

He looked frightened, and his face ex- 
pressed great anxiety. " I am afraid to die 

after all, though I thought I should not be. 

Can't you tell me something more ?' 

There was something bitterly ansdous 
about these last words — " tell me something 
more." He had been fancying he felt ready 
for death, but when it came, it seemed so 
terrible, and his past life so bad, he could 
not realize the hope he thought he should 
feel. His breathing was so difficult that he 
could scarcely speak; he only turned his 
face from side to side, looking anxiously at 
me, to find, as he hoped, more comfort. I, 
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of course, pointed him to the full, perfect 
Pardon offered by our blessed Saviour for 
sinners ; and told him, if he were truly peni- 
tent, that Pardon would be freely given to 
him. 

" Yes, sir, but am I truly penitent ? how 
"am I to know?" 

" You must look at your life during the 
" past few months ; see ii^ by God's help, 
** you have resisted sin, and increased in ho- 
" liness. Our fruits are the test of our 
" religious sincerity ; and if you have reason 
** to feel you have so repented, trust wholly 
" in that Saviour who has offered himself 
** for the chief of sinners," I was anxious 
to turn his thoughts inward for the work of 
self-examination. He seemed more com- 
forted. 

"But," said he, "I thought Joy was a 
" fruit of the Spirit; then why have not I 
" got it? Is it not a sign I have not the 
"Spirit?" 

" Joy," I answered, " in the passage you 
" refer to, refers more to joy at other per- 
" sons' repentance, as angels rejoice. It is 
** directly joined with love ; therefore we 
" may not take it here in the sense of 
" triumphant hope, because one often sees 
" persons who, without doubt, have the fixiit 
" of the Spirit, and yet are very despond- 
" ing about themselves." 
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" Yes, but," he said, " I thought at death 
" Christ's people had great Peace ? " 

Peace of that kind is the giflb of God, 
and not given to all: we generally shall 
** find it where the mind has been long de- 
" voted to God. When Kepentance has been 
'* so late as your's, we can scarcely expect 
" it ; yet, though you have it not, there is 
" no reason to think you are not safe for the 
*' other world — none. The Love and Power 
" of your blessed Redeemer are still your 
^^ trust, a most sure and certain trust, while 
" in penitence you rely on him." 

He seemed still anxious and unable to 
realize the comfort he hoped to have done. 
I pressed his receiving the Holy Sacrament 
of the Lord's Supper, as a means of bring- 
ing Christ nearer to his soul, and him to Iiis 
Saviour. HoW beautifully is that blessed 
sacrament appointed to help us to realize 
Christ, and to feel more fully his Presence 
and his Love I He heard the proposal witli 
delight, and received it with calm and earnest 
attention, keeping up the same through all 
that service, and the Visitation of the Sick, 
which preceded it. He was much exhausted 
by the effort, and sunk back in his chair ; but 
he seemed much more at peace. He had 
drawn as near to Christ as we are permitted 
in this world by outward Means, and Christ 
wa« his only hope. 
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The last agony was fast coming on ; his 
poor wife rested her head on his chair, 
striving to conceal the intense grief she felt 
More trian once he turned towards me with 
a look of anxiety, as if he wished to say 
something he could not utter. At last he 
did with effort: — "Oh! Sir, take care of 
** my poor wife, and my poor, poor children." 

" Don't fret, father, dear," said little Ed- 
ward; " Edward will work for mother ;" and 
the little fellow burst into a flood of tears 
and hid his face in his hands. 

The sun had gone, and the broad moon 
shed a pale violet light in at the window, and 
on the face of the dying man. We had 
scarcely moved from the place where we had 
been since I entered. We watched with the 
stillness which you only find in a room of 
death : he often opened his eyes and looked 
round, as if for something he missed, but we 
could not discover what it was. The pauses 
between his breath grew longer and longer, 
and his breath less deep. The utter stillness 
of the night, and the pale light of the moon 
on his face, seemed well in season with so 
solemn a scene. There came a little choke — 
we listened for another breath, but there 
was none : yet we watched more than a mi- 
nute, — we watched in vain; the face, over 
which his poor wife was leaning, was that of 
a dead man. There was a 8%ht settling of 
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the features for another moment; it was a 
moment of agony to her— the first moment of 
a desolate widowhood. 

How mercifully had God spared this poor 
sinner, till, by severe Chastisement, he had 
humbled his proud heart ; and never leflb him 
alone till he was perfectly submissive to his 
will ; and yet had not ts^en him till he was 
fit to go from this world to his home above. 
Those who are striving to serve God, we are 
sure he will leave till he sees they are fit to 
be removed. 

The day on which was the funeral was 
very sad. The widow and the little boy fol- 
lowed poor Wilson to the grave; — it was 
Annie's grave, opened again for him. He 
had begged he might be laid by her in death; 
on her little cofiSn was laid his long one, in 
the full hope and trust of a joyful Resur- 
rection for both. The same turf covered the 
father and his little girL How different the 
process which prepared each for Glory 1 how 
different a tale did Wilson's worn-out face 
tell, to the calm stillness of his infant's 
corpse; — yet their Hope was one. 

We left them, side by side, in Annie's 
grave. 
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^p|^Y tale is a Bimple one ; but it has the 
|n|l^ merit of truth, and that will perhaps 
Mj^jy make up for many fiiults. It is taken 
™«^ from scenes of real life, in which I 
have myself been deeply interested and 
engaged. The only liberty I have taken 
ia to alter the namea. 

When first I knew Mary Wilson, the 
subject of my narrative, she was sixteen 
years old; and I seldom remember having 
seen a more interesting and pleasing-looking 
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^1. She had lost her mother some years, 
and at that time was living with her lather 
and a younger brother, the former of whom 
worked for a farmer in the neighbourhood- 
With respect to her moral character I am 
not able to make so favourable a report as I 
have with regard to her personal appearance. 
Light, giddy, thoughtless, and gay, she sel- 
dom received with any apparent interest the 
visits of one who came on so solemn an 
errand as mine. Religious subjects required 
too serious a consideration for her mind: 
the empty vanities and follies of life engaged 
her fancy and engrossed her affections. 

I shall now proceed to give a connected 
account of her life, from the time I first 
knew her, as far as I have been able to 

gather it from those who were related to 
er. May God grant to those who may 
peruse this tale, a practical and useful warn- 
ing from her history ! 

In a cottage — ^it might be half a mile 
from Mary's door — there lived a young 
man and his aged mother, who, being a 
widow, depended wholly on her son for 
support 

Edward Cooper was at that time in his 
eighteenth year, and as well-looking a lad 
as I ever saw. He had been neglected from 
a child, as far* as his real interests were 
concerned. A fond and foolish mother had 
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indulged him in every fancy, set him a 
bad example, and never reproved him for a 
fault. The result was that which might 
have been expected. At nine years old, sent 
out to join m work with those who were 
much his elders in vice as well as years, — 
accustomed to scenes of intemperance, bias-* 
phemy, and hyprocrisv, — ^he soon sunk into 
all the crimes he saw m others, and followed 
to every length the examples against which 
he had no better principles to oppose. 

But I would give him his due: though 
sunk into the worst habits, Edward was 
teachable a^d pliable. Had he not been, 
perhaps he would never so soon have fallen 
under the influence of bad companions ; and, 
more than this, I believe him to have been 
an attentive and affectionate son. Had his 
Youthful mind been raided by some milder 
mfluence, there was that in his nature which 
would have afforded the brightest hopes. I 
have seen him, even at these periods, shed 
tears abundantly when spoken to of an eter- 
nal world, or the death of Christ. 

But the case was different. His early life, 
to a great degree, wore off those gentler 
points in his nature ; and ere he was fifteen 
years old, Edward Cooper was a confirmed 
profligate. 

Sin, however, often meets with punish- 
ment even on this side eternity ; and while 
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waiting in fearful uncertunty for the results 
of a <fyiiig hour^ the wretched sinner, even 
here, suffers the bitter punishment of his 
transgression. At this early age, the poor 
boy fell into an alarming illness, produced 
wholly by the unsteady habits which he had 
formed. With great difficulty his complaints 
were arrested by medical aid ; and though 
to a great degree cured^ he was pronounced 
to haye begun a life, in all probability to be 
a short one, with a constitution ruinea by his 
own follies. 

I pass oyer the interval until the period 
of the commencement of my tale, during 
which Edward Cooper and his mother rented 
a small cottage in my parish, and liyed on 
the scanty income which the former was 
able to earn with difficulty, from the con- 
stant return of his disorder. At this time 
he . had attained, as I said aboye, his eight- 
eenth year; and few young men of his 
neighbourhood possessed a fairer counte- 
nance, or a goodlier figure, than Widow 
Cooper's son. I can see his bright good- 
natured eye sparkling with the gladness of 
youth, and the profusion of dark brown 
nair that fell about his head. But there 
was always a paleness about his cheek, and 
occasionally a haggard expression of his 
features, which marked but too truly the 
shock which his health had sustained. 
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It was at this period that he became 
acquainted with Mary Wilson. Her light 
vivacious cheerfulness attracted his notice, 
and won his affections. He had often seen 
her slender form run out across the lane 
which bordered the view from his cottage- 
door, and had heard her merrv laugh, as it 
rose high above the shouts of the village. 
Mary was certainly the fairest maiden in 
the country round, and had become too 
well acquainted with the fact that she was 
considered such by most of those who knew 
her. To win her affections, therefore, would 
be a triumph to the youth who should succeed 
in his suit. 

It was a cold snowy evening in December, 
and Edward had taken shelter in Wilson's 
cottage. " Mary," said he, as he was sitting 
by her fireside, "I do not know why we 
" shouldn't make one hearth of it ; and you 
'^ come and live along with mother and me. 
'^I'd make you a good husband; and my 
** cottage is a tidy one." 

Mary sat thoughtfully for some moments 
before she replied. **Why, Edward, we 
" are but young, and I am sure my father 
"would not hear of it; and, you know, I 
** would not do what he would dislike, for 
^ he has been a good father to me." 

But Cooper had set his mind upon it^ 
and did not, perhaps, very clearly feel the 
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force of Mary's argument with respect to 
filial duty in such matters; and therefore 
with some ardour pressed his suit. At 
length the entrance of Wilson stopped the 
conversation, and the boy returned home. 

Mary was right: her father did disap- 
prove nighly of the plan ; for although, I 
fear, by no means guided by the highest 
principles, and actuated but little by the 
fear or love of God, he yet had his chil- 
dren's interest deeply at heart, and saw 
plainly enough the probable ill effects of so 
yoimg a marriage between a thoughtless 
girl and a youth so well known for his 
unsteady conduct. 

Now, had Mary carried into effect the 
good principle she began with, all had been 
well; but persons who will not have their 
lives guided by God's Holy Spirit may have 
some right feelings, but seldom the Will or 
Power to put them into Practice, when their 
Inclinations are to be opposed. Suffice it, 
then, to say, that the girl gave too ready 
an ear to Cooper's entreaty. Her father's 
warning disregarded, and his commands dis- 
obeyed, she chose her own path ; and after 
many secret meetings, in an evil hour con- 
sented to become Cooper's wife. 

It would be well if young persons among 
our poor would consider the countless sor- 
rows they bring upon tiiemselves in after- 
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life by a foolish and thoughtless marriage. 
Half their miseries may be traced to this 
cause; and many a starving family and 
broken heart are the consequences to girls, 
who, in their youth and merriment, con- 
sented to become the wives of those who 
in reality were drunkards or profligates. 

Wilson heard of his daughter's intention, 
and shut his door against her; forgetting 
that this was the least probable means 
of reclaim i ng her from the path of impru- 
dence. She immediately took refiige in 
Edward's house, from which, in two or three 
weeks, they were married. 

I have as yet said but little of Cooper's 
mother. She was, as I stated, a widow, and 
had seen better days. Her children had all 
grown up, and married well, with the ex- 
ception of Edward, who had always been 
her favourite. With him she had struggled 
through the storms and reverses of life. 
Hitherto that life had been a bad one — 
herself guilty of some sins of the worst 
description; and having given way to every 
species of folly and vamty her scanty means 
would allow 0^ it was improbable that her 
children would choose a better path. 

She was generally avoided by her neigh- 
bours, most of whom she had made her ene^ 
mies by a proud and overbearing temper. 
She really loved her boy, but perhaps this 
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was the best Ceature in her conduct. She 
was a vain and jealous womaUf seldom seen 
at church, and always aiming at a station 
higher than the one in which Qod had 
placed her. 

It had been chiefly at her insti^tbn that 
Edward had pressed his suit with Mary, 
and under her direction that they were 
afterwards married. 

For a few weeks^ life seemed to shine 
brightly enough on Mary Cooper. It was 
now the spring of the year; and the return 
of the sweet Sun of Summer was causing 
the hedge-rows to burst out into their tender 
yerdure, and the birds to sing their blithest 
carols. Most of the village women were 
employed in work out of doors, and Edward's 
wife hiad joined herself to the number of the 
f<»nale labourers. 

I can well remember one hot summer's 
afternoon, walking in a lane and hearing the 
voice of Mary Cooper loudly and merrily 
souac^ng above those of a party of hay- 
makers with whom she was walking. It 
seemed sad that one who had so deejdy 
offended an only surviving parent should 
be thus gay of heart; and on hearing a light 
and pro&ne expression cross her lips, I arose, 
and placed myself in their way. 

My appearance staoiled them. "Mary," 
I said, " when will you learn to reverence 






MARY COOPEB. 11 

'^that sacred name you used but now so 
« lightly ?" 

She looked confused, and was silent. 
" You little know," I continued, " how 
''soon you may be called on to stand 
"before His Bar; and you seem ill pre- 
pared for it now." 

I am as well prepared as most others 
" of my age, sir." 

" And can you look around, and say you 
" think most others are prepared to die ? I 
said, casting a glance around upon the 
thoughtless group that encircled her. 

She made no reply, and I passed on. A 
merry laugh which struck upon my ear told 
me how slight had been the effect my re- 
mark had made. 

Weeks wore away, and but little change 
took place in Cooper's family. I visited 
him more than once, but seldom found my 
visits acceptable. At length matters began 
to assume a different aspect, and Mary had 
reason to alter her views of life. 

Mrs. Cooper's jealous disposition began 
to shew itself. At first there had been little 
to excite it. Her daughter-in-law had been 
admired by the neighbours, and this had 
served to foster and flatter her pride. But 
she now began to find that Edward's affec- 
tions and attentions were transferred from 
her to his young wife. Accustomed to his 
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undivided attention from his infancy, die 
could ill bear this; and the consequence 
was, she conceived the strongest dislike for 
Mary; and being governed by no prindple 
save^h^r own Y^Jtj and seLT-interest, she 
gave way to her envious feelings. 

Her first object was to undermine the 
confidence that she perceived her son to 
have placed in his wife, and to weaken his 
regard for her by constantly dwelling on her 
faults, and thus hoping to regain the influ- 
ence she found she was losing over his mind. 
Now, unhappily, this was no very difficult 
task ; for although Edward really loved his 
wife, his disposition being pliable, the power 
which his mother held over him was very 
great. 

"Mary doesn't look after you, Ned, as 
" I used," said Widow Cooper to her son 
one evening, as they were waiting her return 
from work. 

** Oh, mother, she is young and thought- 
"less, and doesn't know much of such 
'' things." 

"It isn't for me to say a word betwixt 
*' man and wife ; but between you and me, 
"Ned, I think there''s more than mere 
"thoughtlessness in all that." 

"Why, mother, sure you don't think 
" Mary 's false to me ?" 

The crafty woman saw the effect her re* 
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mark had produced, and followed it up by a 
long enumeration of her daughter-in-law's 
faults and frailties, each of which sunk 
deeply into her son s mind. He sat musing, 
and uioughtfuL 

" And see," said she, finishing a long 
speech of censure she had just been passing 
on the object of her jealousy, " here comes 
" Mary walking and laughing with Joe Bed- 
" ford, as if we hadn't been waiting for her 
" this hour." 

This remark completed her triumph; for 
she had succeeded, not only in making 
Edward dissatisfied with his wife, but by 
this last speech she awakened, in the too 
credulous mind of her son, a suspicion as to 
Mary's constancy to him. The consequence 
was, when Mary entered the cottage, she 
was received with silence by both. 

Days passed on, and Widow Cooper's 
manner was quite altered. She seldom 
spoke to Mary, except with crossness and 
severity, and frequently exposed her little 
acts of carelessness and omission to her 
husband in her presence. All this Mary 
could have borne; but Edward too was 
changed. He seldom spoke to her; and 
when he did, his tone was sharp and abrupt. 
This was very different to what it had been 
at first: none could be more kind than he 
had been to her. She was not devoid of 
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DiBcemment, and soon discovered the real 

cause of all this alteration. She longed for 

wi opportunity to speat to her husband 

alone. 

At last, one day, when she was sitting 

alone in the cottage, Edward came in from 

his morning's work. His mother was out, 

the table stood empty, and Mary sat gazing 

on the fire. 

" Why is there no breakfast, girl ?" said 

Cooper, in an angry voice ; ** this won't do, 

" I must tell you.' 

^^Ned, you didn't used to speak so to 

"m^," said Mary, looking timidly up from 

the fire. 

" And what if I didn't — what matters ? I 
say, girl, where's the breakfast ? You shall 
get it, or 111 show you the odds." 

Oh, Ned, Ned, don't speak so," said the 

poor girl, bursting into tears ; " do listen to 
me ; hear what I say. You did love me, 
and why don't you now ? I left father, and 
all for you ; and if you turn on m«, I have 
none to go ta" 
Edward was not haiid^hearted, and he did 

listen to her, and did speak more kindly. 
" Well, Mary, and what would you say ?" 
Why, I wish you would come and live 
alone along with me, and leave mother, for 

" she doesn't like me; I see it. And we'd be 

" so happy ; I would be so good to you then, 
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*' Ned. I'd never see you want what I could 
" get. I know we shall never be happy here; 
"for mother will make you hate me. Do, 
" Ned ; dear Ned, please do." 

What Cooper would have answered we 
do not know ; for the door opened, and his 
mother entered. After a sharp rebuke for 
the absence of breakfast, and a look of sus- 
picion on Mary's red eyes. Widow Cooper 
sat down to her morning meal Her son 
did not speak, nor raise ms eyes ; but soon 
rising up, left the cottage. Mary too went 
to work, but her heart was veiy sad. 

Evening came on; it was long past Ed- 
ward's usual hour for returning, but he had 
not come. Mary got up, and opened the 
door. She listened ; there was no sound of 
his approach. She thought she heard his 
whistle ; but no — ^it was the wind among the 
boughs. She sat down again; backwards 
and forwards she retraced her steps from the 
fire-place to the door. She even walked 
along the garden, and down the lane ; but 
he did not come. 

** What if he never comes back to me !" 
said she, sobbing to herself. - ** Think if 
** what I said this morning has driven him 
** quite away!" 

The voice of her mother-in-law recalled her 
to the cottage. '^Come, girl, don't stand 
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''there stai^-gazing all night; Ned can't be 
^'always tied to you." 

Mary retomed slowly and sorrowftdly to 
the cottage. The widow retired to her bed ; 
but not Mary. She sat by the burning 
embers hour after hour. It was some time 

East midnight when Edward's voice was 
card at the door. She rushed to open it. 
"Thank Grod, youVe come, Neal" said 
Mary. But her heart sunk within her when 
he reeled and fell to the ground. He was 
deeply intoxicated; it was the first time 
since they were married that he had acted 
thus. 

Time passed on, and matters grew no 
better for Mary Cooper. Her etren^h was 
&st failing her. Her cheek had lost its 
colour, and her eye had grown sunk and 
sorrowfuL Those who saw her pass, said, 
"Mary was not the girl she used to be.'* 
Her merry voice was never heard, and strange 
stories were spread abroad. When she went 
to her work, her step was hurried, and she 
seldom spoke. She was dying of a broken 
heajrt 

Had Mary known where to look for peace 
and comfort her trials would have worn a 
different appearance to her, and, perhaps, 
have been less in themselves. But she knew 
nothing of any source of comfort beyond 
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her own spirits. She knew of no Holy 
Comforter Who could fix her soul on a bet- 
ter portion, or point her to a brighter scene 
than this lower world. If she had herself 
known the Love of God, and the nature of 
true Religion, she might have had an in- 
fluence over her husbimd, of a different na- 
ture to what she had ever possessed. Above 
all, she knew nothing of Jesus Christ, 
the Saviour of sinners. If she ever thought 
at all upon her condition, she mi^ht have 
seen how great had been her deficiencies, 
how dark and many her sins : but she knew 
not where to find a Pardon, or to seek 
Comfort* 

She could not relieve her heart by prayer ; 
for she knew nothing of that God to Whom 
she should have prayed, except from the 
vague and indistinct idea which she gath- 
ered from the slight instructions of her child- 
hood, or her occasional attendance at church. 
She did, indeed, try to pray more than once , 
but she had been imus^ to it, and felt per- 
plexed and bewildered. 

It was a sad time for poor Mary. 

From the night I described above, but 
little intercourse passed between her and 
Edward; he often stayed out at night, some- 
times tQl past midnight, and sometimes till 
morning dawn ; when he was at home he was 
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gloomy and cross, and spoke frequentlj to 
is mother, but seldom to Mary; and vet 
she did her best. She attended to all nig 
little wants, and bore with all his tempers. 
If he was late m coming home, Msuj w^ 
always sitting by the dying embers, or watdi- 
ing at the hau-closed door. K his work pre- 
vented his return to breakfast, Mary always 
carried it to him. She dtdloye him, and all 
his unkindness could not quench her affection; 
her heart might break, but not her love cease. 

It was a stiU October evening, and the red 
beams of the setting sun were tinging the 
yellow leaves, and shining brightly on many 
a cottage-window, when Msury drew her 
chair to the open door ; she was alone, whidi 
was nothing strange to her now. Her wasting 
health had prevented her pursuing her accus- 
tomed labour thatmomin^ ; and fiUed withsad 
thoughts, she was watchu^ the fading light 
of the autumn evening. More than one big 
tear had fallen from her eye, as she retraced 
the past in her mind. A shadow croissed ihe 
doorway — ^it was Edward. 

" What makes you cry, Mary?" said he, 
after he had laid down tne tools he held in 
his hand ; ^^ you are always gloomy now." 

Unaccustomed to so kmd a tone of voice 
from her husband, she looked up hastily, 
« Cry? oh, I don't know, Ned." 
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There was a short pause. Both were 
occupied with their different reflections for a 
moment. Mary started up« and hid her face 
on Cooper's shoulder. ** Oh, you've broken 
"my heart, Edward; you've broken my 
** heart — and that's alL' 

" I have been unkind to you, I know it," 
said he ; "I thought of it as I was at work 
" to-day : I don't know what made me think 
"so of it to-day more than usual ; but, Mary, 
" I'll try and be a better lad to you, if you 11 

forgive and forget. " 

I can do tiiskt quick enough," said she ; 

any thing to make you think of me. I left 

father, friends, and all for you ; and I feel 
"now so desolate when I've none to speak 
" with. I was down at father's yesterday ; 
"and he asked me why I looked so down 
"now-ardays : but I couldn't teU him it was 
" you, Ned ; and so I told a lie for your 
" sake." 

" And what took you to father's yester 
"dav?' 

Mbtj would fain have concealed the rea- 
son, but she felt compelled to speak. "I 
" was walking to the town to the shop, and 

I was faint for food ; so I went in for a bit 
" of bread." 

It seemed to flash for the first time on 
Edward's mind, that his wife had for a long 
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time stinted herself of food, because she could 
not work, and Widow Cooper threw out eo 
many hints about the burden of a sick wife. 
He then remembered how often she had re- 
fused meat when there was some, and had 
contented herself with a basin of sop pea- 
bread, when he ate better things. 

He was not yet dead to right feelings, and 
he really felt bitter regret and self-reproach; 
he meant what he said when he now turned 
to Mary, and said, ** Well, my girl, I'll be 
"better; I've not been good to you, that 
" I've not ; but it's been mother, not me." 
He felt ashamed, and did not like to say 
more. He brushed away a tear with his 
coat-sleeve. 

Thank you, dear Ned; thank God for 
that," said the poor girl, as she sunk back 
upon a chair, and her face fell on her hand. 
Edward's heart ached when he saw how thin 
she was, and how mle her cheek looked, and 
her eye so sunk. He did not know why he 
had never noticed it before. He did deter- 
mine to do better, and he was sincere in his 
intention. 

But it was too late. 

Widow Cooper soon saw how matters 
stood, and perceived the alteration in her 
son's mind and feelings. She was not a 
foolish woman, and saw that strong measui'es 






MART COOPER. 21 

in such a case were more likely to do harm 
than good; and really, to do her justice, she 
was not so entirely devoid of feeling, as not 
to have some pangs of remorse at the evil she 
had done. With Edward the impression, 
vivid for the moment, soon lost its keen 
edge; especially, his mother's altered manner 
made him think that Mary had reason to be 
happier. 

I remember it was about this time, that 
hearing of Cooper being in worse health than 
usual, I sent my servant to his cottage with a 
message requesting him to come down and 
see me, as my time in pa3ring my daily visits 
to the cottages was limited. I can well re- 
collect the second or third time that he came; 
having occasion to pass the door as he 
went out, I heard the voice of a girl address 
him. 

Poor Mary had come with him, and was 
waiting in the lane for more than an hour 
and a half, until Edward came out, that he 
might not have to return alone to his 
cottage. I never knew she was there ; but 
found, upon inquiry, that each time he had 
come, the affectionate girl had attended him, 
and watched in the rain and cold for his 
return. 

At this period I knew but little of them; 
I had seen Edward several times, but had 
not conversed with him until now , and of 
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her I had seen very Ctde. The incident I 
mentioned above was a few days after the 
conversation I last recorded. It was on 
Thursday evening, the 14th of November. 
I refer to specific times, for the point of my 
story draws to its close. It had rained ham 
all Friday night, and by day-dawn Cooper 
was at ms work: he had been busily em- 
ployed an hour or more, when a feeble voice 
called his name — ^it was Mary's voice ; but 
so altered, so deep and hollow I 

" Ned, I have brought your break&st." 
'* And why did you come, Mary ; you are 
not well enough to come out> girl, this raw 



** morning, " 



^^Oh, it won't hurt Mother said last 
" night that I didn't work for you, Ned ; and 
" I knew I would, and so I have ; I shall be 
** bonny again, now you are kind." 

But her &ce and voice belied her speech. 
It would indeed be strange, if that wan face 
could ever look bonny again. So Cooper 
seemed half to think, as he watched her 
slender figure and trembling footstep pass 
along the lane. He could not rest quiet 
about her; and in the evening told his mother 
he would have the doctor see'her, when he 
next paid him his visit But the widow had 
been angry with Mary that day, and thought 
nothing but fanc^ ailed the girL 
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Sunday passed away, and Edward was 
very ill himself; Mary waited on him, but 
with difficulty. On Monday morning Mr. 
Benson^ the medical man, came to see 
Edward. He saw Maiy ; she had kept her 
bed, and appeared, in his opinion, to be suf- 
fering from exhaustion. 

In the afternoon the old lady was out; 
and Mary begged her husband to c^rry her 
down stairs, for she could not walk. He 
brought her to the lower room, and placed a 
pillow on the table to rest her head. 

"You seem yery bad," said he, looking at 
her. 

Ah, I think youll soon haye the last of 

my burden, Ned, except to the church- 
* yard." 

*^ No, Mary, don't talk so ; you won't die." 

** Well, I don't know ; but I neyer feel as 

I did. I hayen't the spirit I once had ; but 

it isn't yov/r fault — ^that's alL" 

Edward sighed ; for he thought it tccu hia 
fault. 

** We hayen't thought much of God," said 
Mary. " I remember the last sermon I heard 
"the Minister preach; he spoke much of 
^^how soon we, the best of us, might die. I 
" felt what he said. But oh, NSI, Ned, I 
^* don't know how to be religious ; now I wish 
«* I'd thought of it before." 
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Edward was silent; and she ccmtinued — 
'^You know I was to have taught you to 
"read these winter evenings." 

Edward still looked at her in silence. 

" Well, and if I'm weU, I can ; but if 
" not, Ned^ get Joe Bedford to do it — ^that's 
« alL" 

Cooper was bewildered by all this; her 
manner was so different, and her voice so 
wild. 

At nine that evening his mother returned. 
Marv had been some time in bed. Her hus- 
band and his mother had been talking in a 
low tone in the room imdemeath. 

Mary could not sleep. Widow Cooper 
passed through her room to her own inner 
chamber ; she bade her daughter good night 
as she passed through. 

Edward followed her. 

*' Ned, you'll come and speak to me, won't 
you ?" said she, in a feeble voice. 

** No, no, boy," cried his mother. ** Don't 
**mind her fancies." 

Edward wavered. Mary's sunk eye was 
fixed on him. But he turned round and 
passed away from her. 

There was a little window by Mary's bed; 
the curtain had been torn away ; the. moon 
was now high, and a thousand grey fleecy 
clouds hurri^ past it; the wind blew from 
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the north cold and loud. Mary could not 
deep ; her head rolled on her pillow, her eye 
counted over the little clouds that crossed 
the moon ; then it pained her to count — ^she 
left off. She slept for a few moments, and 
then woke with a start. She did not sleep 
again: hour after hour her heavy eye rested 
on the grey heavens, and her heart was very 
sorrowmL She thought of the past, of 
Edward's strange changes ; and vet she loved 
him 80 muck. She thought or the happy 
feelings she had when she worked with uie 
havmakers last summer. She wished to 
thmk of God, and did in her way; and 
prayed more than once, for Edward heard her. 

At last morning came ; Mary had dosed 
off when Widow tJooper passed through her 
room. It was nine when Edward entered. 

*^ Ned, is that you ? oh, I've had such a 
" night ; I'm glad you're come ; you won't 
** leave me agam, will you ?" 

He was silent. She told him how her 
night had been spent. Edward was putting 
on his coat, and scarcely answered her. 

** Are you bad now, Mary ?" he said, in a 
low tone. She did not speak. He turned 
round, and looked at her — ^his eye rested on 
a corpse ! 

He looked a moment more. 

" Oh, mother ! mother ! Mary's dead." 
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The widow hastened up stidrs. She did 
not expect this. Edward was leaning over 
the bed, and crying bitterly. ^^ Mary's dead, 
" and I've killed her !" was the only thing he 
said. 

It was too true. The struggle had been 
too much ; and Mary had died of a broken 
heart. 

Her death caused a great stir in the 
neighbourhood : many reports had gone 
abroad of Widow Cooper's ill-treatment of 
her ; and it was thou^t best to have an in* 

auest on the body. Thursday was fixed for 
le day. 

At three in the afternoon, I repaired to 
the White Hart public-house, the place ap- 
pointed for the inquest. It was a cold rainy 
day; the evening was setting in early. It 
was four before the coroner came, and by 
this time was nearly dark. He went to the 
cottage to examine the body, and on his 
return dismissed us for the same purpose. I 
had been sworn in as a juror. We repaired 
to Cooper's cottage, and met him with his 
mother on their way to the inquest. On our 
arrival at the stile, the rain was descending 
in a thick mizzle, and the wind blew loud and 
gusty. Crossing the stile, I entered the 
lower room of we cottage. A woman sat 
by the fire, which was smouldering in its 
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ashes ; a rushlight was flickering and flaring 
on the table. 

"Are you come to see the body?" said 
the woman, in a pert yoice, rising as she 
spoke. 

On being answered in the affirmative, she 
directed us to a back house, from which a 
ladder arose, up which we were told to go. 
I ascended first, and found mj^self in a little 
chamber, the window of which was closed, 
and the rain beating violently against it. 
Before me was a stump bed, and a sheet 
over it : it covered a body ; a coffin was at 
the side. An instinctive fear made me 

Suse, while the female roughly pulled the 
ten covering away, and disclosed the face 
of what was Mary Cooper. Her long black 
hair streamed negligently over the piUow, 
her eyes were half-olosed, and her arms 
folded on her breast. She was just as the 
coroner had left her. We seldom see death 
in these positions; the meanest and most 
friendless have these offices, at least, per- 
formed for them. But the necessity of the 
examination of the jiuy prevented such 
attentions from being paid here. 

I shall never forget the sight — ^it was most 
affecting. We diS not sp^ik; the woman 
held the candle near the face. It was indeed 
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Mary's features; fair even in death* How 
sad were the feelings forced upon my mind ! 
On that very bed^ and in that room, had 
Mary spent in solitude her last night on 
earth; through that window had her tired 
eyes watched the cloudy moon, while her 
aching heart retraced the sad events of the 
last few months. How desolate must have 
been her feelings! so forsaken, neglected, 
and unnoticed; without one heart to feel 
with her, and without one friend to speak 
to ; and there, in that place had she lain but 
two nights before. 

How altered was that face ! I had seen 
little of her since the day when I met her 
with the haymakers in the lane. IVIary was 
then the gayest and merriest girl in aU our 
village. JN o voice was half so blithe as hers, 
and no heart so gay. What a change! to 
that cold brow — ^that silent breast ! 

We returned to the inquest. Edward 
Cooper was under examination. He gave 
his answers distinctly and well; but he was 
pale and haggard. He had bitterly felt the 
events of the past few days, and was truly 
sorry for Mary's death* 

The surgeon was next examined. There 
was little doubt of the verdict, which was at 
once brought in .<* Natural death," 
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There were those there who knew, or at 
least felty there was something unnatural 
about it. For it is not conunon to die of a 
broken heart ! 

I saw Edward, and sat with him, the next 
day. He was deeply grieved, and appeared 
penitent. How long the feeling will abide, 
it is not for man to say. 

The sad events of this summer have deeply 
affected him. He really loved Mary, but 
was too much influenced by the crailbiness 
of his mother. His eyes are now open, but 
too late for Mary. He will never again 
hear her merry voice in the summer hay- 
field, or at his winter fireside. Her step 
will no longer be heard at his cold morning's 
work, or her form be by his side in his even- 
ing walk. All around him must make him 
^ ; it must remind him of her sufferings, 
his cruelty, and above all, her gentle patient 
love. His cottage must be desolate for awhUe, 
and the remembrance of the past sununer 
most bitter ; but it is the fruit of sin. All 
that is over — Mary Cooper has passed away. 
Grod grant, not so the lesson her death has 
left behind. 

Edward has just left me. He is earnestly 
seeking to do better. On some future day 
I may, by Grod's will, place before my readers 
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the remainder of his story ; for his health 
seems fast failing, and I tMnk his days are 
few. 

On Sunday last he followed Mary to the 
grave. 

The instruction of this tale is unlike that 
of most others of the kind, — ^it is one of 
warning, not of comfort. Should it fall into 
the hands of any young persons, let it teach 
them the sin of disobeying the wishes of a 
parent, — a sin so common, especially in 
matters connected with marriage. We often 
find this sin is visited in this world with its 
bitter penalty ; nor can it be expected that a 
young person will prosper in domestic life 
who has entered on it with this offence. 
Their punishment in this world may be 
more or less : it may not be so heavy as 
Mary Cooper's ; but it tcill comey even here. 
And in forming such connexions, allow me 
to express my conviction of the duty of 
deeply considering the religious character of 
one whom we select for our partner in life. 
How much misery is producecL by marriages 
where this is not considered, has been too 
often brought to my mind in my experience 
of parish visiting, — the wretchedness of a 
neglected family, a cheerless home^ and a 
broken heart 
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Once more : we learn from this little his- 
tory the blessings of early seeking God. It 
is hard to ^eek Him for the^r*^ time with an 
aching heart and a suffering body. Little 
do those who have been used to pray often, 
know the difficulty of prayer for me first 
time under such circumstances. I do not 
say it cannot be, but it is most difficult. 

How consoling would it have been to 
Mary, to have been able to pour forth her sor- 
row before her Saviour, and betake herself to 
Him as an accustomed refuge I If she had 
been used to cling to His Cross as the best 
shelter from the storms of life — ^to His Love 
as her best portion — ^and to have looked to 
His Blood as the only means of obtaining a 
pardon for sin, and making her acceptable 
with God the Father, — ^how different would 
her history have been ! 

Should this tale fall into the hands of one 
in the situation of Widow Cooper, let these 
learn how unkind, how cruel and wrong, is 
a partiality shewn to a child, at the expense 
of the comfort of one whom he has m$ule a 
partner in life — a case too common. 

But I must bid my reader farewelL I 
have told my tale ; as I said at first, it has 
been a true one ; its recollection is as fresh 
in my min^ as the lapse of scarcely one week 
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can leave it. It will be long before I foi^t 
the impression it has made on me; and I 
pray God that my story, which perhaps has 
assumed to my mind an interest at which my 
readers may be surprised, may be made a 
blessing at least to some. 
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THE RAIL-ROAD BOY. 



It was a bright, happy summer's evening, 
and I had just returned from visiting some 
cottagers at a distant part of my pariah, 
through which one of the r^waya was being 
formed, when I was called by my servant to 
come and speak te an old man, who waa 
wmting at my gate. I accordingly pro- 
ceeded to the pl^ where the ag^ person 
was standing. He was an old, and appa- 
rently distressed man, leaning one hand on 
a stick, while his body was bowed down with 
many years. 

" Fot what did you want me, my friend?" 

" Please your honour," siud the aged man, 

" I came to ask you, if you woidd just step 
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^' down, and see a poor lad, who lies in an 
" unked state at my house yonder.*' 

"And who is the boy?" — I was sorry 
to hear of any one lying ill unknown 
to me. 

" He's none of mine," answered the man; 
he's one of they far country-folk who 

came to get work at the rail-road, and I 
" took him m some weeks since for a lodger. 
'* He's a still, quiet boy as ever I saw, and a 
"wonderful scholar too — and there he is, a 
" praying like a minister all day and all night 
"too." 

" What is the matter with him?" said I, 
beginning to think that the boy must be a 
case needing some immediate attention. 

*^ He was hurt on that there road-work," 
said the man. "God will never prosper 
'* such work as that, I think ; common roads 
"were made for men, and they should be 
" content, — ^that's as I think, however." 

" Well, my good man, I will be with you 
"presently, and see the poor boy;" and 
asking him the way to the cottage, I soon 
proceeded to find out my new patient. 

The evening was lovely; — ^the way lay 
across the fields, the hedges of which were 
filled with flowers of every description, which 
sent up the most delicious scents on the 
quiet evening air ; the sun was within a few 
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minutes of sinking behind the blue hills, 
which bound, like a misty cloud, the distant 
view : all was still and beautiful 

The cottage stood alone in a narrow green 
lane, a few woodbines and roses hung in 
large clusters over the crazy doorway ; a little 
neglected garden, where a few pinks and 
sweet-williams were blowing among many 
weeds, led me to the entrance. 

The cottage had been beautiful, but was 
neglected; it was still fair to look upon. I 
lifted the latch and entered a low and dirty 
room, which bore every appearance of great 
poverty. The furniture was but little, and 
what there was, old and broken: the old 
man who came to me a little before, sat in 
a chair at the fire-side, with his pipe in his 
mouth. 

"Well," I said, closing the door behind 
me, " and where is our patient ?" 

The old man gave no answer, but opening 
a door, which led to a little back room, in- 
troduced me to the presence of the sick boy, 
to whom I was called. 

Often in succeeding years have I recalled 
that scene to my mind, and often have I 
turned my thoughts to the sad though 
blessed remembrance of the events of the 
succeeding weeks. O Lord, thy ways in- 
deed are past finding out I 
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The brilliant beams of a now setting sun 
shone full into the room through the tangling 
boughs of a luxuriant* woodbine, which 
covered the outside of the window. The 
almost empty casement stood open to admit 
the cool refreshing air of the summer evening. 
The fading light glowed on the hollow 
sunken face of a bov who lay on a bed, 
composed of straw and sackcloth, in a corner 
of the room. His pale and pain-worn features 
wore an expression of the most perfect peace, 
and his eyes gazed intently on the lovely 
scene from the little window, a nearer sight 
of which, it was clearly evident, he was never 
to see again. His face was very interesting, 
and bore the marks of having been handsome. 
His head rested on his hand, as I entered the 
room. He seemed in deep thought. The 
scene without, the ruddy light of the sunset 
sky, seemed to be in strange contrast with 
the sickly-looking boy who lay before me — 
and yet there was peace. 

On that the* sinner could know the peace, 
the real peace which Jesus gives ; and could 
be persimded, that the world, however gay, 
is, at the bottom, worse than nothing ! 

A minute passed before he seemed aware 
of my presence, and I stood to contemplate 
the peacefulness of his features, when these 
words escaped his lips. 
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«I thank thee, O my Godr 

Something attracted his notice, and lie 

looked round; a slight colour spread over 

Us wasted features when he saw he was not 

alone. 

*^ Oh, sir ; I beg your pardon." 

** For what, my aear boy ?** I asked ; ** for 

'* being thankftd ?"— ^' No, sir," said he, « but 
I did not know you were here ; I was think- 
ing of such sweet thoughts." 
"And what were they ?"—*' Why, sir," 

he said, " I was thinking how that that sun 
was fast setting, and bidding for a while 
good bye to the world, and then I thought 
how bright it seemed to shine, as if it were 
glad to go ; and I thought, though perhaps 
it was wrong, that my sun was almost set, 

** and that I too was soon to say good bye 

"to this poor world — and then I felt so 

happy." 

"And was that the reason you thanked 
God, my boy 7 — " Yes, sir." 

And why is it you are so happy ? there 
do not seem many of this world's comforts 
about you." — " Oh no," sidd the boy, his eye 

brightening up as he spoke it with an energy 

and earnestness I shall never forget; "it is 

" Jesus makes me happy." 

Interested beyond measure in the boy, 

who seemed to be in so delightful a fi»me 
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of mind^ I inquired of him the nature of his 
accident, and the probable hopes of his re- 
covery. I discovered that he had received a 
severe accident on the railway^ from a cart 
falling on his leg and side, which had broken 
several of his ribs, and severely injured some 
parts internally — ^his leg was also severely 
wounded : the injuries were of far too severe 
a nature to hope for recovery, and the medical 
man, who occasionally visited him, had long 
given him to understand the same truth. 

** And how is it," continued I, anxious to 
carry on the conversation, " that you have 
'^ become thus acquainted with Jesus Christ, 
*^who seems to rive you so much comfort, 
** when this world's concerns seem to be able 
** to give you so little ?" 

"I learnt to love him here^ said the boy, 
— and drawing from his pillow of straw a 
little ragged, worn Bible, he placed it in my 
hand ; the volume was indeed one which had 
seen better days, and seemed to have been 
well used. 

" How did this Bible come into your pos- 
** session T I asked. 

**The story is a curious one," he swd, 
fixing his large sunken eyes full on me as he 
spoke; "it was God sent it me. It is now 
** two years since I lost my father and mother, 
" and was left an orphan in the world. I had 
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^'no friend, no home that I could call my 
" own ; a neighbour, a friend of my father's, 
" had taken me in at the request of my parent, 
" when he died ; but they were bad people, 
" and I, hearing nothing of God, went on from 
bad to worse ; when one day, as I was idling 
away my time by a little brook which ran 
through a field in our village, a gentleman 
came by, and ofiered me a tract, asking me 
" if I could read it. I told him I could a little, 
'^ and took the tract : the gentleman passed on, 
" and for want of better to do, I sat down and 
" read it. I well remember that day ; it made 
*^me, for the first time in my life, have a 
" serious thought. If this is true, thought I, 
I am in a bad way. God's Spirit was at work 
in my heart. I was determined to find out 
the gentleman who had given it me, if pos- 
" sible ; and in order to do so, went to the same 
place day after day, hoping he might pass at 
the same time ; but day after day passed by, 
and he did not come. At last my wishes were 
^^ answered, and he came. He stopped and 
spoke to me, and I told him my feelings. I 
will not keep you longer, sir, with my story. 
** He saw me ouen after that, and told me of 
Jesus Christ, and taught me to love Him ; 
he gave me this little Bible, it was old when 
he gave it to me. Where the gentleman is, I 
'^ do not know, for long after that, my relations, 
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'^ thinking I was old enough to work for my- 
^* self, sent me to work on the railway. I left 
** my own village and came this way, for the 
'^ pay was higher: my little Bible was the only 
** thing I could call my own — thai I carried 
*^ with me every where. For some time I con- 
*^ tinned ^oing home at the end of a time ; on 
" seeing I was never welcomed, I soon left oSy 
" and began to look out for myself. It is now 
'^some weeks since I came here; I lodged 
'^ with this old man because he lived further 
*' away from the rest of the men and boys on 
" the work, and I wanted quiet to study my 
" Bible and serve my Grod, and here, sir, said 
he, turning and smUing on me, ^^ here will be 
" my last home in this poor world." 

"God has indeed dealt wonderftdly with 
*^ you, my poor lad. He has been faithful to 
" nis promise in your case, at least, and been 
« a ' Father to the fatherless.' " 

" Oh, has he not, sir ? When I look back 
'^ from this sick bed upon the hours when 

I knew not God, and gave up my health 

and strength to pleasure and sin, I feel that 

I would not change my present lot to have 

ye^rs of that again." 

The exertion of speaking seemed too much 
for the poor sufferer, and as the sun had for 
some time sunk behind the hiUs, and the sha- 
dows of evening were drawing their curtain 
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over the sky, I thought it as well to be going ; 
I accordiDgly offered a few words of prayer 
by his bedside, and commending him to the 
care of his heavenly Father, promised to see 
him in the morning, and returned home. 

As I walked along beneath the clear 
starlight, the case of the boy was in my 
mind. How remarkable had his promise 
been shown in the case I had just left ! with- 
out one single advantage of education or 
instruction, his Saviour had met him and 
arrested him in his sinfid course. Like the 
widow of Nain following her only son to 
the grave, so had this poor orphan been met 
by the Son of God, without having sought 
his mercy, or lifted one prayer to his throne. 

On the foUowing morning I folfilled my 
promise, and visited my interesting patient 
early; he was alone, for the old man had 
gone out upon his day's work. I passed 
through the outer room into the inner cham- 
ber; he lay in nearly the same posture as 
that in wmch I had left him the evening 
before ; he was asleep, the Bible lay open by 
his side, apparently having fallen from his 
hand. The promise contained in the eleventh 
chapter of St. Matthew was the part on 
which his finger rested, " Come unto me, all 
** ye that are weary and heavy-laden, and I 
" will give you rest. Poor sufferer, I thought. 
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as I looked on his flashed and smiling coun- 
tenance. He must have given you rest, or 
such caliimess could never comfort your worn- 
out features. 

I sat down by his side tiU he awoke ; he 
seemed much pleased to see me. ^^I was 
^^ alone, sir, this morning, and fell asleep, I was 
^' so tired : I never hea^ you come in." — " I 
see you had been dwelling on the promises 
of your Saviour when you fell asleep." 
Yes," he answered, " they are very precious 
<^ to my soul ; but oh, I feel so worn out, I 
have scarcely the power to keep my mind 
on them ; my time, sir, I think, is very short 
now, and then — " for a moment he stopped, 
'^ and then I shall fall asleep in Jesus." May 
he indeed grant it I was my prayer. 

I found he was undoubtedlv worse since 
the day before; his wounds shewed worse 
svmptoms, and evidently needed more atten- 
tion than he received from the medical man, 
who lived at some distance, and was attending 
him on the parish account. At his request 
I read to him, and talked some time, in order 
that he might not exhaust his frame by 
speaking much to me ; all he did say shewed 
a mind in such perfect peace, that I found 
myself likely to profit by my intercourse 
with him as much as he was likely to profit 
by anything I had said. 
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I left him, since I saw him inclined to sleep. 

There is no need to be tedious in the 
detail of my daily visits to this poor, yet 
peaceful sufferer ; ea^h day his symptoms 
grew worse, his frame more wasted, and his 
spirit more worn, but daily grew in grace 
and peace as he approached nearer and nearer 
his closing scene. 

In one of my visits I met the medical 
attendant who had come to him, but irregu- 
larly, from the first. He told me, what it 
needed little to discover, that his time was 
short on earth, and his symptoms of the 
worst description. 

I felt gradually more interested in my 
young parishioner. I never remember to 
have seen one cloud darken his mind. His 
views of the atonement and the need of deep 
repentance were most clear, and his diffidence 
of self great ; once only I found him in sor- 
row, the cause of which was connected with 
worldly circumstances, on which he bound 
me over to observe secrecy. 

There is no need to give any more minute 
account of the history of my interviews with 
him, whose short annals I am recording. 

It happened one morning, (it was only the 
evening before that I left my patient, as I 
thought, somewhat revived,) when my servant 
entered, telling me that the old man, whom 
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I have before referred to, had come, earnestly 
requesting mj attendance^ since the boj was 
dying. 

Without delay I crossed, by the nearest 
foot-path, the fields which led to the solitary 
cottage, and reached it before the aged mes- 
senger, who had taken a more circuitous 
route, had arrived. 

I passed into the inner chamber ; the cur- 
tain had been let down over the casement^, to 
prevent the light annoying the dying suf- 
ferer, but I immediately knew, by the deep- 
drawn breath and the ominous rattle that 
attended it, that death was indeed not far 
off; the precaution of the man had been ill- 
judged, since he had obstructed air as well as 
light ; the closeness of the room was oppres- 
sive, and I accordingly hastened to open the 
window, and to admit the fresh morning air, 
which, coming from a warm and sunny sum- 
mer's day, had the inunediate effect of refresh- 
ing the room, and reviving the dying boy. 

I turned to look toward^ the bed ; by the 
help of the light that was admitted I was left 
no longer to doubt the message which I had 
received ; his large and glazing eye was fixed 
almost in vacancy, his head resting on the 
end of his pillow, and each breath growing 
deeper and more painful ; the admittance of 
the fresh air seemed to bring back the life 
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that liad almost fled^ his eyes became fixed 
on me, and with an expression of joy, as 
vivid as he was able to simmion, he faultered 
out, "I am glad to see you, sir, very 
"glad." 

The contrast was striking indeed; the 
sweet refreshing beauty and hfe of the scene 
outside, glittermg with simshine, and en- 
livened by the songs of a hundred birds that 
carolled in the gladness of a summer's morn- 
ing : within, the little chamber shewing every 
sign of poverty and neglect, the straw pallet 
in the corner, and the wasted features of the 
dying boy, who was stretched upon it. But 
there was something that bore resemblance 
to the brighter scene without — ^the thought 
that so soon a happy spirit should take its 
fli^t to glory. 

1 sat down by his side, and he stretched 
out his thin, wmte hand, already chill with 
the cold of death ; I took it, and shuddered 
as I felt the feeble grasp his icy fingers 
strove to make on taking my hand. 

" You are very bad, my poor boy." — " Yes, 
*' but very happy, sir." 

" I am very glad," I said, " to be able to be 
*^ a comfort to you in this last scene, and to 
" conmiend yOur spirit to the God who gave 
" it." — *' Yes, sir, 1 have no parent to close 
"my eyes when I am gone; and I thank 
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" God he has sent me you — you have been 
** very kind to me, sir ; very kind.** 

I saw the exercise of sp^kking was far too 
OTeat for him, and offered to read some 
hymns to him : he selected one, the first 
words of which he just mustered sufficient 
power to enunciate — 

'* How sweet the name of Jesus sounds.*' 

I read to him the beautiful hymn beginning 
with those words, and when I came to the 
last verse he followed my voice in every 
word with an emphasis wmch surprised me. 

** Till then I would thy love proclaim, 

" With every fleeting breath ; 
*' And may the music of thy name 

" Refresh my soul in death." 

I asked him if there was nothing I could 
do for him when he was gone irom this 
lower scene ; and after a short pause, while 
his head rested on my shoulder, he made, in 
broken sentences, this request, which I give 
connectedly here, 

« There is, sir, one thing, and only one, 
" I would ask you to do when I am gone. 
" When my mother died, I had one little bro- 
" ther, many years younger than I ; I used to 
" love him then as my play-fellow ; he had 
large blue eyes, and long fair hair ; and when 
my mother died, they came and took him to 
" the workhouse, and I saw no more of him ; 
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I then was bad and careless^ and soon forgot 

him ; I have often thought of him since ; I 
** do not know where he may be now ; he may 
" be where they took him. I would ask you 
'^ this one thing : take him this Bible, tell him 
" I sent it him from my dying bed ; talk to 
" him about Jesus Chnst, and then tell him, 
** sir," he continued, with an almost painful 
earnestness, ** tell him this was all I had to 
" send him ; I have nothing else in the wide 
" world I can call my own ; tell him I thought 
*^ of him, I prayed for him in my last moments, 
"I send him my blessing and a brother's 
"love.'' 

The exertion of this communication was 
too much for the dying boy, and he sunk 
back exhausted ; it had been too much for me 
too ; there was something so touching about 
it all, that for a few moments my feelings 
overpowered me, and there was a silence. 

Death was rapidly approaching, the cold 
damp stood upon his forehead, and his hand 
became more chill, its grasp less firm. 

The few words he did articulate were feeble, 
and seemed to require a painful effort ; his 
eye became more sunken, and his gaze more 
fixed on me; his mortal scene had plainly 
well nigh past away ; he joined his hancfs 
together, and held them up as if to pray, but 
they sunk powerless on his bosom, and his 
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compressed lip shewed his desire. 1 strove 
to gratify it, and knelt at his bedside. I 
offered up a prayer for him, he still followed 
me, I could only tell it by the slight motion 
of the mouth. — ^A few moments after, he 
seemed to make one effort to say something, 
which required a struggle too painftd; I 
placed my ear close to his face, I could then 
just discern the words, "The Lord shall 
" reward you." 

He seemed to be anxious to thank me for 
my attendance on him; I pressed his cold 
hand, in order to assure him how delightful 
the work had been to me. 

"You die in fuU and humble ttust on 
"Jesus Christ," I said, speaking as clearly 
and distinctly as I could. His head slightly 
moved in assent, and a sweet smile played 
around his face. " The cross of Christ," I 
added, "is your only hope of admittance 
"into heaven." — He again strove to answer 
by his look, but the lamp flickered lower 
and lower, the flame was well nigh gone, his 
breath became scarcely audible, and as his 
worn-out face rested upon me, and I watched 
the sweet and perfect tranquillity which 
composed it, I thought I had never seen 
such a death as the closing scene of this 
friendless orphan. 

The sun had by this time come round, and 
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shone in at the window; its first rays fell 
upon his face ; he opened his large eyes^ and 
fixed them on me with an expression of such 
love, and gratitude, and joy, that I never saw 
before; it was his last— one sigh, and his 
spirit went to God. 

I laid his headupon the pillow, and crossed 
his poor wasted hsmds upon his breast; there 
was still sweetness, inexpressible sweetness 
there; life was gone — it was fixed in icy, 
marble stillness. I looked for some minutes, 
until I could bear the sight no longer : I sank 
on my knees by his side, and could almost 
fancy the being before me joined in my 
prayer; but no, it was intensely still, the 
spirit that just now spoke, was praising 
God in heaven. 

There was something deeply touching in 
the scene around me, and I felt unwilling to 
leave the room ; but it was growing late, and 
I thought it as well to go. Giving one more 
look at the placid countenance of him who 
now *^ slept m Jesus," I drew the door be- 
hind me, and left the chamber of death. 

In the other apartment the old man was 
sitting in listless contemplation : he scarcely 
moved as I passed through. 1 did not feel 
very communicative at th^ moment, and 
simply said, " Our young friend is released 
** from his sufferings." 
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** A good thing too,** was the only answer 
I got. " I hope the parish will bury their 
" own dead." 

Sickened at the cold remark, I promised 
to send a woman to lay out the body, and 
left the cottage. 

How oft;en had I trodden of late that 
pathway with feelings of such intense in- 
terest and delight ! I now traced it for the 
last time on that errand : my footsteps had 
been ever urged on by the thought, "he 
** whom thou West is sick ;" but now the real 
truth was fulfilled, and my interesting parish- 
ioner " was dead," yet did it seem scarcely 
more than *^ a taking of rest in sleep." 

There is a feeling too much approaching 
the romantic in such scenes as these; they 
make after events appear insipid — ^there is 
something of self in them ; but they do not 
often happen, and when they do, a heavenly 
and ever-watchful Father will overrule them 
for good. I felt Just then disconsolate and 
sad, and thought I could never feel the same 
interest in another dying scene : I felt as if 
I had lost a dear and near relation : but, O 
my Saviour, thou knowest the firailty of 
our human nature, and canst pardon and 
overrule the human frailties of thy people I 
A simple desire to do thy work should be 
our aim, and the aged and unfeeling man, 
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from whom I had turned sickened away, 
should have as near a place in my heart and 
prayers, as the dear and interesting sufferer 
who had just gone. 

The week passed away — the many occu- 
pations of life did not serve to drive away 
for one half-hour the thought of that dying 
scene. 

The following Sunday was fixed for his 
funeral. He was to be buried by the parish. 

The afternoon service was over, and 
having taken off my gown, I walked slowly 
down the green lane that led to the cottage. 
It was a still, quiet afternoon: there was 
scarcely a breath of air, and the flowers 
were in full bloom ; the scene around was 
beautifully still ; the distant low of the cows, 
or the tinkling of the wether bell, were the 
chief sounds which were carried through the 
hot air — every now and then the deep hum 
of a bee or a summer fly passed swiftly by 
me. The damp rose in hot vapours from the 
ground, and the hills of the neighbouring 
country closed in the view; a few little 
children passed me on their way to the 
school^ dressed in their dean Sunday clothes, 
and their school books wrapped in white 
handkerchiefs in their hands; they curtsied 
as they passed, and their childish conversa- 
tion for a moment stopped; the sound of 
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their feet was soon lost in the many windings 
of the lane, and I was again alone. 

The church bell had been tolling slowly 
for some time, and its solemn sound reached 
me at intervals — a remarkable contrast with 
the distant sound of the children's voices. 
There was grave and gay, Ufe fuU of hope, 
full of energy, and death, to the eye of fiuth, 
more full of hope stilL It grew late, and I 
sat down imder the shade of an oak tree 
which overhung the gate of a field, from 
which I had a view of my church : the scene 
was very lovely, and I scarcely felt to care 
how long they were coming up. A boy or 
two, taking their walk with a bunch of sweet- 
williams or southern-wood in their hands, 
passed and looked at me as they went, when 
at length the sound of voices in the distance 
broke upon my ear : I walked on, and pre- 
sently in a winding of the lane saw the 
funeral coming, if at least it might be called 
by such a name. Four men carelessly and 
hurriedly carried the rough cofBn, which 
contained the remains of him whose name 
almost seemed sacred to me: there were 
no followers ; he had none to care enough 
for him; he was an orphan; but it mat- 
tered not to him. I could, however, scarcely 
think that thcU narrow home, brought along 
in such a manner, did indeed contain his 



THE RAIL-BOAD BOY. 27 

remains ; that under that lid, the sweet and 
placid countenance, the wasted form, over 
which I had so often bent, was stretched. 
I had seen him the evening he was placed in 
the cofBn, and even then I scarcely could 
have thought him dead. A few village chil- 
dren on their way to school, had gathered in 
behind the bearers, and ran along with the 
quickly moving procession ; it was a parish 
nmeral, and seemed to deserve from them 
less regard than usual. 

I wsdked quickly to the church-yard, and met 
thebodyatthegateastheyentered. Thecorpse 
was lowered : the dust rattled hollow on the 
coffin-lid ; the children gazed into the grave, 
and ran on to school ; me service was over, 
and the bearers gone from the church-yard. 
I left the sexton to fill in the grave. By the 
time I returned- all was again quiet; no 
human being broke in on the perfect solitude 
of the church-yard"; there was something in 
the silence more in keeping with my own 
feelings, than the heartless and professional 
carelessness of the officiators at a parish 
funeraL I sat by the grave till the bell rang 
for evening service. 

Often afterwards have I resorted to the 
spot. The grave is now green ; it lies un- 
noticed by the passing traveller, as possessing 
nothing more to attract notice above the rest 
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of the graves ; it lies in a sweetly retired 
comer, devoted to the repose of those who 
are buried on the })arish account. I have 
often sat there, and, perhaps, often shall ; it 
recalls feelings I woidd not lose for worlds. 

7%a^ grave contains one whose closing 
scenes are too deeply and too vividly im- 
pressed on my mind for me to lose them. 

I have sometimes visited the old man 
since ; he has never yet had another lodger, 
and the straw bed lies where it did in the. 
little inner room. When I enter it, I can 
almost fancy I see his dying eyes fixed on 
me ; but no, he has passed to a better world ; 
the woodbine still tangles at the window, and 
the roses blossom at the porch. I love to visit 
the room and the parish grave ; they seem, 
almost to speak to me of the BailrBoad 
Boy. 

Such is my story, and I must, in concluding 
it, beg my reader to pardon me for my placing 
before them a tale so little full of incident to 
the passing world; my own feelings may 
have magnified its interest. I trust, however, 
with God's help, it may have its use, how- 
ever small: it is with sincere wishes and 
intentions I have placed it before the notice 
of other eyes. It may serve to show the 
power ^ of God's grace — the blessings of a 
Christian's death-bed, — and may ajso shew, 
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that amid the most neglected and unnoticed 
members of society, the workmen employed 
on our rail-roads, there may be many a sheep 
belonging to the Fold of Christ. 

May &od grant that if but to one, and 
that a child, — " he being dead may yet 
" speak I" 
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FORM OF SELF-EXAMINATION, with a Few Directions 
for Daily Use. By F. H. M. Price 3d., or Sis. per 100. 

POUQtJE.— ASLAUGA AND HER KNIGHT. 

An Allegory. From the German of the Baron de la Motte Fonqn6. 
A new Translation. ]8mo. doth, price Is. 6d. 

POX.— THE CHURCH IN THE CLOISTERS; or, 
MONKS AND MONASTERIES. Being an Account of English 
Monachism. By the Rey. Samuel Fox, M.A., F.S.A., Rector of 
Morley. Royal 18mo. doth, price 5s. '' 

POX.~THE NOBLE ARMY OF MARTYRS. Con- 
taining a short Life of S. Stephen, S. James, S. Barnabas, S. 
Timothy, S. Polycarp, S. Ignatius, S. Clement, S. Irenseos, 
S. Dionysius the Areopagite, S. Justin the Martyr} in iriaia and 
easy language for young persons. Cloth, price 2s. 

FREEMAN — PROPORTION IN GOTHIC ARCHI- 
TECTURE. By the Rev. P. FassMAN, Prindpal of the Diocesan 
School, Chichester. 8vo., with plates, price 2s. Od. 
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PEEEMAN.— PRINCIPLES OF CHURCH RESTO- 
RATION. By Edvtabd A. Frbkmak, M.A., Fellow of Trinity 
College, Oxford. 8to., price is. 

FBEEMAK. — A HISTORY OF ARCHITECTURE. 

8vo., cloth, price 14b. 
" No one can open his pages without deriving the greatest benefit 
and instruction, both from the largeness of his views, and the ability 
with which he supports them.'* — Christian Remembrancer. 

*' We have no hesitation in recommending Mr. Frkbman's book 
as worthy to take its place on the same shelf with the few that can be 
looked upon as standard works on Architecture." — Morning Post, 

** We may certainly call it the most important work in Architectural 
Literature which has yet appeared." — EcelesiasHe, 

" The examination into the artistic history of Gothic Architecture 
is acute and philosophical." — Builder. 
** Evidently the result of much and original thinking." — Athenaum, 

PEENOH.— PRACTICAL REMARKS ON SOME OF 

THE MINOR ACCESSORIES TO THE SERVICES OF THE 
CHURCH, with Hints on the Preparation of Altar Cloths, Pede 
Cloths, and other Ecclesiastical Furniture. Addressed to Ladies 
and Churchwardens. By Oilbbrt J. Frbnch. Foolscap 8vo.» 
with Engravings, price 4s. boards. 

BT THE HZTV". W. aBESLET, M.A. 
PAROCHIAL SERMONS. I2mo. doth, price 7s. 6d. 

PRACTICAL S£RMONS. I2mo. cloth, price Ts. 6d. 

These Smnons are intended to provide for the continual modifica« 
tion taking place in habits of thought and feeling, and are suited to 
the particular times in which we live. 

TREATISE ON THE ENGLISH CHURCH. Containing 
Remarks on its History, Theory, Peculiarities ; the Objections of 
Romanists and Dissenters; its Practical Defects; its Present 
Position ; its Future Prospects ; and the Duties of its Members. 
12mo., price is. 
A suitable book for lending to the middle classes. 

THE REAL DANGER OF THE CHURCH OF ENG- 
LAND. Sixth edition. 8vo., Qd. 

A SECOND STATEMENT OF THE REAL DANGER 
OF THE CHURCH. Third edition. 8vo., is. 

A THIRD STATEMENT OF THE REAL DANGER 
OF THE CHURCH. New edition. 8vo., is. 

Tlb» above three pamphlets are now sold in one vol.* Price 2s. 6d. 

in a stiff wrapper. 

STAND FAST AND HOPE. A Letter. 8vo., Is. 
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CLEMENT WALTON ; or, the English Citizen. 12mo. 
doth, 88. 6d. Cheap edition, is. 8d. 

The ot^ect of this Tale is to draw a picture of one who» in all the 
social relations of life, acts on Christian principles. 

THE SIEGE OF LICHFIELD. A Tale illastrative of 
the Great Rebdllon. i2mo. cloth, 4s. Cheap edition, is. 8d. 

The narrative commences early in the year l043, and carries ns 
through the Great Rebellion, when England was convulsed with 
tection, showing the sufferings and miseries that attended it. 

CHARLES LEVER ; the Man of the Nineteenth Century. 
ISmo. cloth, Ss. 6d. Cheap edition, is. 8d. 

With a view to show how ambition and lax principles in the rich 
lead to the demoralization of the poor ; how the demoralization of 
the poor reacts on those above them. 

THE FOREST OF ARDEN. A Tale fllastratiTe of the 
English RefOTmation. l2mo. doth, 4s. Cheap edition, 28. 

The Author has here diligently endeavoured to write on the Refor- 
mation without the spirit of partisanship, to describe things as they 
were. 

CHURCH CLAYERING ; or, the Schoolmaster. 12mo. 
cloth, 48. Cheap edition, 2s. 

Consists of a series of Lessons, given partiy in narrative, paitiy in 
conversations, bearing in mind tiie training of youth to live to the 
glory of Qoj>. ^ 

CONISTON HALL ; or, the Jacobites. An Historical Tale. 
New edition, i2mo. cloth, price 48. 0d. 

It shows that, though comparatively unstained by blood, the moral 
effects of the Revolution of 1688 on men*s minds, as to the i^indples 
of sodal order only, have been most prejudicial. 

FRANK'S FIRST TRIP TO THE CONTINENT. 12mo. 
doth, 48. 6d. Cheap edition, as. 

It is a most interesting account of a visit to France, with much 
historical information. It contains a practical view of Education in 
France,— the Schools of the Christian Brothers, and their founder, 
Pdre de la Salle,— Sisters of Charity, and other institutions abroad. 

BERNARD LESLIE. A Tale of the Last Ten Years. 
l2mo. cloth, 48. 6d. 

^ts forth in its progress an account of the great chang^e or modlfi- 
> of opinion which has taken place witUn the last fifteen years. 

^Y TALES. Containing, The Magical Watch— 
'md the Giant Atmodes— Old Pedro, and Adventures of 
^b, 28. Wrapper, is. 6d. 
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GBT7£B£B.~A COMPLETE STATEMENT OF THE 

CHURCH, with an Explanatory Comment upon Fifty Passages of 
Holy Scripture. By C. S. Gri/kbxr, B.A., incumbent oi S. James, 
Hambridge. Syo., price is. 6d. 

GUARDIAN ANGELS. A Sacred Allegory. By Mart 
F. Lbstbk. Price 38. 6d. 

A HAND-BOOK OP ENGLISH ECCLESIOLOGY. 

By the Ecdesiological late Cambridge Camden Society. In- 
tended as a Companion for Church Tourists, with an Appendix 
containing the names and features of the churches in each county. 
In Demy l8mo., doCh, 7s., or strongly bound in limp Calf and 
interleaved, lOs. 6d. With an Index of Subjects. 

HAWKER. — ECHOES PROM OLD CORNWALL. 

By the Rer. R. S. HAWKER, M.A., Vicar of Morwenstow. 

Handsomely printed in Post 8vo., price 48., cloth. 
'* These verses bear token of not having been written to order, but 
for the solace of the author's own feelings ; and the reader who takes 
up tiie ' Echoes' in search of the same calm temper of mind will, we 
think, not be diss^pomted." — Ecclentutic, 

HEWETT, — THE ARRANGEMENT OP PARISH 
CHURCHES CONSIDERED, in a Paper read before the Cam- 
bridge Architectural Society, on Feoruary 18, 1848. By the Rev. 
J. W. HxwETT, of Trinity College. 8vo., 6d. 

HEWETT.— A BRIEF HISTORY AND DESCRIPTION 

OF THE CATHEDRAL CHURCH OF S. PETER, EXETER. 
8vo., sewed, is. 
Ditto with illustrationB and Appendix. 8vo., sewed, Ss. 6d. 

HEYOATE.— WILLIAM BLAKE ; or, the EDglish Par- 
mer. By the Rev. W. E. Hbyoatb, Author of ** Probatio Clerica" 
and " Godfrey Davenant." Fcap. 8vo., doth, price 3s. 6d. 
" May it help to make the English Farmer that blessing to himself 

and to those under and around him which he may and ought to be." 

Preface. 

HICKS. — CATECHETICAL LECTURES ON THE 

INCARNATION AND CHILDHOOD OF OUR LORD JESUS 
CHRIST. By the Rbv. Jambs Hicks, Vicar of Piddle Trenthide, 
and Chaplain of the Ceme Union House, in the Diocese of Salis- 
bury. Fcap. 8vo., price 4s. 6d. 
llie object of these Lectures is to furnish those who instruct the 
young with a connected account of our Loan's Incarnation and Child- 
hood, for School Reading and Examination, especially adapted to the 
Season of Epiphany. 

HIERURGIA ANGLIC AN A ; or, Documents and Extracts 

Illustrative of the Ritual of the Church of England after the 

Reformation. 8vo. cloth, price 13s. 

"Those who are unacquainted with the ornaments used in the 

Church of England by Authority of Parliament in the Second year of 

the Reign of King Edward VI. will find in the Hierurgia copious 

ilAformati(Mi derived from authentic sources respecting them, and 

authonties for their use,"'^EeelMwlogist, 

B 
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HINTS ON ORNAMENTAL NEEDLEWORK, as applied 
to EodesUuBtical Porposes. Contaiiiinff directions for those ladies 
who can gire their time to the Seryice of the Church. l6mo. 
boards, with numeroos Engravings. Price 8s. 

HOLINESS IN THE PRIEST'S HOUSEHOLD ES- 
SENTIAL TO THE HOLINESS OF THE PARISH. A Plain 
Address to my Household. By a Clskotman. l8mo. Price 
6d., or 8d. by post. 

HOFWOOD.— CHRIST IN HIS CHURCH. 

A Volume of PUdn and Practical Sermons. Preached in the 
Parish Church of Worthing, Sussex. By the Rev. HENRY 
BOPWOOD, M.A., Rector of Botlial, Durham. Demy 6vo. 
doth. Price fis. 0d. 

HOFWOOD.— ELISHA'S STAFF IN THE HAND OF 
OEHAZI, and other Sermons, ismo., cloth, price Ss. 6d. 

HOPWOOD.— THE CHILD'S GEOGRAPHY. Price Is. 
BtilTclothooTa'. 

' This work will be found to contidn in a small compass, all the more 
interestingr and important tects of Geography, in connection with, 
soond rel%ious principles. 

HORN BOOK (THE) Lessons fob Littlb Children, 
on Cards, in a case. Prepared by a mother for her children. 
First Series, is. 6d. Second Series, is. 6d. 

AN HOROLOGY; or, DUl of Prayer. Royal 32mo., 
Rubricated, price is. New edition in the press. 

HOWE.— LESSONS ON THE GLOBES, 

On a Plan entirely new, in which, instead of being separately 
studied, they are taken together in Illustration of Terrestrial 
and Celestial Phsenomena : with Originid Familiar Explanatioas 
of the ever-varying circumstances of our Planet and the Solar 
System generally. Illustrated by Fifty-eight Engravings on 
Wood. By T. H. HOWE. Demy l9mo. doth, price 6s. 

" In regard to the correctness and profundity of its views, the book 
is vastly superior to the works, upon the same subject, which I have 
known." * • * "I have no doubt that it is really a very 
much more correct and learned book than books with the same otject 
usually are."— O. B. Airy, Esq., Astronomer Royal. 

A KEY TO THE LESSONS ON THE GLOBES. Bound in Leather, 
iwice Ss. Od. 

HYMNS AND SCENES OF CHILDHOOD; or, a 
Sponsor's Gift. Third edition, ismo. cloth, price Ss. (W. 
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HYMNS FOR LITTLE CHILDREN. 

By fhe Author of " The Lord of the Forest,*' "Verses for Holy 
Seasons,'* &c. Price is. doth, gilt edges, is. 6d. School Edition , 
price 6d. in stiff wrapper. 

This little yoliune has the Clerical Imprimatur of the Rev. Johm 
Kbblb» M.A., Author of the "Christian Year." 

The MORNING and EVENING HYMNS are set to Music for 
Schools, &c. Price Od. each. 

HYMNS ON SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS for the lue 

of the Young. i8mo. doth, price is. 

BT THE REV. W. J. IBOKS, BJ)., 

VICAR OV BBOMPTON. 

THE JUDGMENTS ON BAPTISMAL REGENERA- 
TION; -with Appendices containing a Reply to the Rev. W. 
Goode's Letter) to which is prefixed a DLscoorse on Heresy and 
Open Questions. Demy Svo., price 5s. 

ON THE WHOLE DOCTRINE OF FINAL CAUSES. 
A Dissertation in Three Parts, with an Introductory caiapter on 
the Character of Modem Deism. Demy 8to. doth, price 7s. 6d. 

ON THE HOLY CATHOLIC CHURCH. A Witness 
against False Philosophising, Romish Corruption, Schism, and 
Rationalism. Svo. cloth, 4s. 6d. 

ON THE APOSTOLICAL SUCCESSION. 

I. The Doctrine. 2. The Evidence. 8. The Objections. 4. The 
Summary. Svo. doth, price 4s. 6d. 

ECCLESIASTICAL JURISDICTION. Being Four Lec- 
tures on the Synod — The Diocese — The Parish -~ The Priest. 
With a Prelimhkary Essay on the Teaching and Priestly Offices, 
and Appendices on the Doctrine of Unity and the Royal Suprb- 
MACT. Demy Svo., 7s. 6d. 

*»* The above Three Series may be had in one volume, price 128. 

THE PRESENT CRISIS IN THE CHURCH OF ENG- 
LAND CONSIDERED ; illastrated by a brief inquhy as to the 
Royal Supremacy. Svo., price is. 6d. 

SEQUEL TO A PAMPHLET ON THE ROYAL SU- 
PREMACY, entitled the ** Present Crisis in the Church of England," 
in Reply to the Rev. W. Maskkll and the Rev. T. W. Ajulibs. 
Demy svo., price is. 0d. 

SHOULD THE STATE OBLIGE US TO EDUCATE ? 
A Letter to the Right Hon. Lord John Russell. Demy Svo., 
price Od. 
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THE INHERITANCB OF EVIL. A Tale fllustrative of 
the conaeqaencet of Murryinflr with a Wife's Sister. By the Author 
of " Wayfuiov Sketches," and " Use and Abuse." Price Ss. 6d. 

INSTRUCTIONS, PRAYERS, AND HOLY ASPIRA- 
TTONS FOR AFFLICTED CHRISTIANS. By the Author of 
'* Tht Doctrine of the Cross," and *' Devotions for the Sick Room." 
Cloth, 8d. 

Adtcrtisbmbnt. — The great comfort afforded to many sorrowingr 
hearts by the *' Devotions for the Sick Room," has induced me to pot 
forth these highnt aspirations of the Safaits of God. 

THE ISLAND CHOIR; OR, THE CHILDREN OF 

THB CHILD JESUS. With an Engravfaicr of the Infut Jbsus. 
18mo., Price Od. 

NoTicB. — " This tale has been written without any direct moral, bot 
stUi with the hope of exhibiting a faint image of some features worth 
cultivating in the character of boys. If its publication confers the 
smallest advantage on any of the young, the Author has so far been 
fulfilling his peculiar calling ; but othor circumstances of his life lead 
him to dedicate it specially to Choristers, with the prayer that as it is 
the Priest's vocation to set forth in his own life the example of God 
in the iann of man, so these younger Ministers ct the CSiurch maj 
shine like lights among their equals, by conforming themselvea to the 
pattern of the CAiM Jksus." 

ISLAND OP LIBERTY. By the Author of "Theodore, 
his Brother, and Sisters.*' Fcap. 8vo., price 48. Od., doth. 

The design <a this work is to expose the fallacy of *' Equality " and 
" Community," without rdigious and political gov^nment. 

JENKINS. — SYNCHRONISTICAL OR COTEMPO- 

RARY ANNALS OF THE KINGS AND PROPHETS OF ISRAEL 
AND JUDAH, and of the Kings of Syria, Assyria, Babylon, and 
Egypt, mentioned in the Scriptures. By W. J. JENKINS, M.A., 
Fellow of Baliol College, Oxford, Assistant -Corate of S. George's, 
Ramsgate. Demy 4to., price 5s. 

"A Tabular view of the Kings of Israel and Judah, and the nelgh- 
houring Sovereigns, according as they were contemporary with each 
other. The Prophets are also included in the Plan. The book seems 
to have been got up with care, and will, we doubt not, be foond very 
useful in Schools." — Christian Rememinrancer, 

JOHNS, C. A EXAMINATION QUESTIONS ON 

THE HISTORICAL PARTS OF THE PENTATEUCH. FOr the 
Use of Families, National Schools, and the Lower Forms in Gram- 
mar Schools. By the Rev. C. A. JOHNS. B.A., F.L.S., Head 
Blaster of the Grammar School, Helstcm, Cornwall. Demy 18mo., 
price is., strongly bound in cloth. 
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JOHNSp B. a.— THE COLLECTS AND CATECHISING 

FOR EVERY SUNDAY AND FESTIVAL THROUGHOUT THE 
YEAR. By the Rey. B. 6. JOHNS, Nonnal Master of S. Mark's 
College, Chelsea. For the gaidance and direction of the Teacher 
in the use of such store of information as he is already supposed 
to have acquired. l8mo. cloth, price Ss. 

JOHNS, B. G.— EAST DICTATION LESSONS. In 
Prose and Verse, Original and Selected, is. doth, or is. 0d. 
by post. 

It is hoped that Uiey may serve in some means as good examples 
of what a Dictation Lesson should be. 

JOLLTp Bp.— THE CHRISTIAN SACRIFICE IN THE 
EUCHARIST } considered as it is the doctrine of Holy Scripture, 
embraced by the Universal Church of the first and purest times, 
by the Church of England, and by the Episcopal Church in Scotluid. 
By the Right Rev. ALEXANDER JOLLY, D.O., late Bishop of 
Moray, ismo., cloth. Second Edition, price Ss. 6d. 

JOLLT, Bp.— OBSERVATIONS UPON THE SEVERAL 

SUNDAY SERVICES AND PRINCIPAL HOLY DAYS PRE- 
SCRIBED BY THE LITURGY THROUGHOUT THE YEAR ; wlfli 
a few general remarks upon the design of the Inferior Holy Days. 
Being an humble attempt to illustrate the doctrinal as well as 
devotional tendency of each ; furnishing matter of devout reflec- 
tion to the sincere Christian. To which is prefixed a brief Me- 
moir by the Right Rev. Jambs Walkbr, D.D., Bishop and 
Primus. Fcp, 8vo., cloth, Os., Calf, 8s. Od. 

JOULE.— A GUIDE TO THE CELEBRATION OF 
MATINS AND EVEN- SONG, according to the Use of the United 
Church of England and Irdand, containing The Order of Dailg 
Service, The Litanift and the Order for the Adminutration of the 
Holp Communion, with Plain Tunb. By Bsmjamin Joulb, Jnn., 
Honorary Secretary of the Manchester Church Society, Honorary 
Chapel-Master of Holy Trinity Church, &c. Royal 8vo., price Ss. 
stiff cover. 

KEBLE.— THE STRENGTH OP CHRIST'S LITTLE 
ONES. A Sermon. By the Rev. J. Kbblb, M.A., Vicar of 
Hursley. Price 0d. 

KILVEBT.— HOME DISCIPLINE ; or, Thouohts on 
TBB OaioxN AKD EzBROiSB ov DoMBSTic AUTHORITY. With an 
Appendix. By Adblaidb S. Kxlvbbt. New Edition. ]2mo. doth, 
price 8s. fid. 

KING'S DAUGHTER (THE). A Tale. Price 1«. 
The profits will be devoted to the Orphan's Home, Devonport. 

TUs beautiful book is admirably adapted for a present to a young 
girl. 

B 2 
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KEN*8, (Bp.) PRATERS FOR THE USE OF ALL 

PERSONS WHO CX)ME TO THE BATHS OF BATH FOR 
CURB. With a Life of the Author. By J. H. Makkland, Esq., 
F.R.S., S.A. New Edition, revised and much enlarged. With an 
BograTlng of Bishop Ken's Tomb in Frame ChnichTani. Fcap. 
8vo. dotii, as. fld. 

This beantlfU little volame eontains— The Bishop's Addreas to tlie 
Sick Person, with Prayers.— Exhortation to the Rich, with Prayers. — 
Exhortation to the Poor, with Prayers for themselves and tho«e that 
relieve them.— Short Prayers for the Weak, and Thanksgivings for 
those Relieved by the Waters. 

KEN, Bp.— THE PRACTICE OF DIVINE LOVE. 
TO which are added Directions for Prayer. A new edition, with 
acme acconnt of the Author. Royal l8mo., price as. 

KEN, Bp.— PRAYERS FOR MORNING AND EVEN- 

IN6. Adapted for general use. Price 38. 6d. per 100. 

LADY ELLA ; or, the Story of Cinderella in Verae. By tlie 
Author of " Hymns and Scenes of Childhood.'* iGmo. doth, 
price 3s. 6d. 

" It may be, a Wisdom beyond their own 
Provided our nursery lore. 
And that Action's veil was gracefully thrown 
Round truth in the days of yore." 

LESSONS IN GRAMMAR FOR A CHILD. Second 
Edition, large type, price 4d. Printed on one side for pasting on 
cards, for National and Infant Schools. Prepared by a Father for 
his Children in the tlrst instance. 

LIST OF SERVICE BOOKS according to the Uses of 

the Anglican Church, with the Date, Size, Place, and to whom 
they b^ong. Containing Breviaries, Diarnale, Exporitto Hymno- 
ram etSeqoentiaram, Gradual, Hora, Hymni, Legend«B, Mannals, 
Missals, and Psalters, &c. 8vo. cloth, price ss. 6d. 

LOBAINll— LAYS OF ISRAEL; or, Tales of the Temple 
and the Cross. By AMELIA M. LORAINE. In Fcap. 8vo., neatly 
bound in cloth, price Ss. 6d., morocco, 4s. 

LORD OF THE FOREST AND HIS VASSALS. 

By the author of <* Hymns for Little Children.*' With an ornamental 
border round each page, and beautiftd Frontispiece. Small 4to., 
doth, elegantly bound, price 3s. 0d. Enamelled paper binding 
Ss. 0d. • 
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THE MAIDEN AUNT'S TALES. A luiDdsome Present, 
for a Yonngr Person betMreen 14 and SO. Fcap. 8vo.» doth, with an 
BngraTlDg, price 4s. 6d. 
** The moral of the whole is the happy influence of a mind sanctified 

by religion, on the less perfect characters with which it is broogfat 

into contact."— JoAn Bull, 

MAKaiN.— AN OUTLINE OF THE CONSTITU- 
TION AND HISTORY OF THE CHURCH. In Question and 
Answer, adapted for Schools. By the Rev. S. W. Manoin, B.A., 
Curate of Bathwick. Price 4d. 
"The clearness of a Manual without the common place of a com> 

pilation." — Brittania, 

MANUAL FOR COMMUNICANTS. 

Being an Assistant to a Devout and Worthy Reception of THE 
LORD'S SUPPER. Compiled from Catholic Sources. By a 
Parish Priest. Beautifully rubricated and bound, in morocco, 
Is. 6d. ; roan, is. ; paper cover, 6d. An edition for aged persons 
in large type, 6d., bound in cloth. 

** Of this Manual it is high praise to say. that it wiU stand well with 
the best which we have."— CArwMan Remembrancer, 

A MANUAL OF DEVOTION AND CHRISTIAN IN- 
STRUCTION FOR SCHOOL BOYS. Compiled from various 
sources. Price is. cloth. 

MARGARET. An Olden Tale, in Verse. By the Author of 
*' Hymns and Scenes of Childhood." Fcap. 8vo., with Illus- 
trations and Ornamental Borders, elegantly bound. Price 28. 6d. 

*' For combined beauty of composition, typography, and illustration, 
we will venture to pronounce 'Margaret,' even in this day of handsome 
books, unrivalled." — EecleeUutic. 

New Edition. Price 6d. 

MASTERS'S LIST OF CHURCHES IN WHICH THE 
DAILY PRAYERS ARE SAID, also the hours, with those of the 
Litany and Holy Days ; and, as far as could be ascertained, where 
the Holy Communion is celebrated weekly. 

MILL.— SERMONS ON THE NATURE OF CHRIS- 

TIANITY. Preached in Advent and Christmas Tide, 1846, before 
the University of Cambridge. By W. H. MILL, D.D., Regius 
Professor of Hebrew at the University of Cambridge, Canon 
of Ely. 8vo., cloth. Price 7s. 

MILL. — SERMONS Preached before the University of 
Cambridge, on the Fifth of Novemb^, 1848, and three Sundays 
following, on the relation of Church and State, on Ecclesiasti<»il 
Independence, on Education, and the Invariableness of right Ooc- 
trine. Price 68. 6d. 

MILL.— HUMAN POLICY AND DIVINE TRUTH. 

A Sermon preached on Passion Sunday, March 17, 1850, at Great 
S. Mary's Church, before the Universi^ of Cambridge, is. 6d. 
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1CA80K.— CANON CHANT MANUAL. Being ihe 
Eokeam, Staid, and Baptaanknui Mode of Chantliigr the PBalms and 
Canticlefl, as dooe in Olden Times. B7 William Mjkaox^ 
Churchwarden of AQ Sahite' Chnreh, Necton. Price 6d. 

MILLABD.— HISTORICAL NOTICES OF THE OF- 

FICE OF CHORISTERS. By the Rev. Jamks Elwiw Millard, 
M.A., Head Master of Magdalene OoDege School, Oxfi»d. Fcap. 
Svo. cloth, price 2fl. fid. 

MILLSB.— TITHES OR HEATHENISM. Reasons for 
not acceptiog the Tithe Commlsalonert' Award, most Datifolly 
and Respectfollx submitted to tiie Qaeen of England, tiie Parlia- 
ment, and the People, in a Second Letter to the Right Hon. Sir 
George Grey, M.P., Her Majesty's Secretary of State for the Home 
Department. By Chaslxs Millsr, M.A., Vicar of Harlow, (id. 

MZLMAK.— THE VOICES OF HARVEST. By the Rer. 
R. MiLMAH, M.A., Vicar of Chaddlewortii, Berkshire. Fcap. 8to. 
doth, Ss. 6d. 

** This is an eloquent and religion Inreathing little book, in which 
the marrellouB operations of the Harvest are pointed oat in beaatiiSil 
language, and occasion thence taken to remind the reader of the 
necessity of cultivating the soul and heart, of sowing therein Uie seeds 
of piety and veneration for the Giver of all grood, in order that we 
may reap the boantiful harvest<rf eternal happiness.**— Ifonttng Pott, 

BT THE BEV. BDWABB MOKBO, 

raarBTUAL curatb of habbow wbald. 

THE DARK RIVER. An Allegory. New Edition, 12mo. 

cloth, ss. 0d. ) Cheap Edition, is. 
THE VAST ARMY. An Allegory. 12mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. ; 

Cheap Edition, is. 
THE COMBATANTS. An Allegory. I2mo. doth, 28. 6d. 
THE REVELLERS.— MIDNIGHT SEA.— THE WAN- 

DBREB. lamo. doth, Ss. fid. 

The above in one vol., price 7s. 6d. 

HARRY AND ARCHIE ; or, First and Last Communion. 
Part I., price fid. Part II. price fid. 1 or stitched together in a neat 
wrapper, price is. 

STORIES OF COTTAGERS. Cloth, price 28. 6d. 

CoNTBNTS :— -The Railroad Boy.— The Drunkard's Boy.— The Cot- 
tage in the Lane. — Robert Lee. — ^Annie*s Grave. — Mary Cooper. 

PRAYERS, RULES, &c., on Sheets, as used in the 
College of S. Andrew, Harrow WeaUL 



M(»rning Prayer, 9d. 

Evening Prayer, Sd. 

Short Service for Advent, Sd. 

. Lent, ad. 

— ^— — - First CcHnmimion, Sd. 



Rules of S. Andrew's College, fid. 



Prayers for the Srd 0th and ffth 
Hours, 9d. each. 

A Tabular View of English His- 
tory, with Collateral Events, i s. 

A Chart of Gospel Harmony, fid. 
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MOBEELT, C. E.— STORIES FROM HERODOTUS. 
By C. E. MoBBRLT, M.A., Balliol Colleg^e, Oxford. A School 
Prize Book. iSmo. doth, price 3s. 

MONTAaXTE'S, (Bp.) ARTICLES OF INQUIRY PUT 
FORTH ^T HIS PRIMARY VISITATION, 1638, with a Memoir. 
Fcap. Svo.t 124 pp. is. 6d. 

MONTGOMERY.— THE SCOTTISH CHURCH AND 
THE ENGLISH SCHISMATICS: being Lstters on thb Rk. 
CBNT Schism in Scotland. With a Dedicatory Epistle to the 
Right Reverend the Bishop of Glasgow ; and a Docuinentary Ap- 
pendix. By the Rev. ROBERT MONTGOMERY, M.A., Oxon., 
Author of '* The Gospel in Advance of the Age," " Luther," &c. 38. 

NoTicB. — The attention of Churchmen is respectfully requested to 
this publication, which all the Scottish Prelates, as well as many of the 
English and American ones, have pronounced to be the most adequate 
exponent of the subject there discussed. 

MORAL SONGS. By the Author of " Hymns for Little 
Children." Illostrated with an Engraving to each. In btiff paper 
cover, 8d., cloth Is., or in Three Parts, 9d. the set. 

MORNING AND EVENING EXERCISES FOR BE- 
GINNERS. A Form of Daily Prayer: with a Short Form of 
Daily Examination of the Conscience. Compiled by a Clergyman. 
Price 2d., or 14s. per hundred. 

MORNING AND EVENING PRAYER. On a card, 

prL?e4d. 

THE MYSTERY OF MARKING. A Parable, more espe- 
dally adapted for School Girls. Price 6d. 

" In completeness of conception and delicacy of expression it seems 
to OS to surpass all competitors." — Eeelesiastic. 

BT THE BEV. J. M. KEALE, M.A., 

WARDBN OF SACKVILLB COLI.BGB, BAST QRINSTBD. 

Now ready. 

HISTORY OF THE HOLY EASTERN CHURCH.— 
GENERAL INTRODUCTION. I. Its Geography.— II. Its Ec 
clesiology. — III. Its Liturgies, &;c. By the Rev. J. M. Nbalb, 
M.A., Warden of Sackville College, East Grinsted. In Two large 
Volumes, Demy 8vo., price d^2. 

Also, lately published. 

THE HISTORY OF THE PATRIARCHATE OF 
ALEXANDRIA, l^m its Foundation, a.d. 44, to the Death of 
Hierotheus, 1846. Two Vols., Demy 8vo., price 24b. 

Also, preparing for publication. 

HISTORY OF THE FATRL^RCHATES OF ANTIOCH 
AND JERUSALEM. 
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BT THB BBT. J. M. WBAX.B, M.A. CONTINVBO. 

ON PRIVATE DEVOTION IN CHURCHES. The Re- 

introdaction of the System of Private DeyotioD in Churches 
considered In a Letter to the Venerable the President of the Cam- 
bridge Camden Society. Price la. 

LAYS AND LEGENDS OF THE CHURCH IN ENG- 
LAND. Being Ballads on the Principal Events of the Church 
History of Britain from S. Alban to the present day, witti Notes 
and Introdnctions. l2mo. cloth, as. fid. 

ENGLISH HISTORY FOR CHILDREN. From the 
Invasion of the Romans, to the Accession of Queen Victoria. A 
New Edition, Revised. l8mo. cloth, Itice ss. fid.; School 
Edition, is. 8d. 

*' We can conscientiously recommend this pice little book, and we 
trust that it is the first step towards the banishment firom nursery and 
school-room of those odious compilations that at present disgrace the 
name of * Histories for the Young,' and which are fraught with eminenit 
danger to the moral rectitude of tiiose who read tiiem." — Eeelenuttie, 

HYMNS FOR THE SICK. Large Type lOd., doth Is. 6d. 
For the hours, days of the week. Holy days, and particular occa- 
sions. 

" We rejoice to see a second edition of these admirable poetic medi- 
tations eminently suited to assist in the important work of sanctifying 
the sickness of the body to the fturtherance of the health of the soul. 
The sobriety and at tiie same time profound piety of tone which 
pervades them must win upon the hearts even of those whom Ul health 
overtakes in a state of indilTerent preparation for tilings eternal, 
while those who are already spiritually minded will recognise in the 
devout strains the soft echoes of the whispering of tiie Spirtt's inner 
voice."— /oAn Bull. 

HYMNS FOR CHILDREN. 1st, 2Dd, and 3rd Series. 
Price 3d. each. 

*«* These three little works may be had, neatly bound together in 

doth, price Is. 

«ONGS AND BALLADS FOR MANUFACTURERS. 3d. 

STORIES OF THE CRUSADES. De HeUingley and the 
Crusade of S. Louis. Comprising an Historical View of the 
Period. With Frontispiece by Sxlovs, and Two Plans. l2mo. 
cloth, Ss. fid. ; half bound in morocco, 68. 

*' The Author is thoroughly imbued with the spirit of the Crusades i 
he is versed in the history of the times ; he has intimately acquainted 
himself with localities, costumes, manners, and, as it were, the pro- 
pertiea of the drama. He has framed two deeply interesting plots, 
and his characters are brought out upon the canvass distinctly, and 
with that perfect individuality which always is found in nature.**-^ 
C/rific 
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BT THB RBT. J. U, KBALB, H.A. CONTINUBD. 

DUCHENIER, or the Revolt of La Vendue. 12mo. cloth, 
uniform with the above, price 48. 6d. ; half bound in morocco, 68. 
*' It is almost a pity that there is any fiction at all in this tale, so 
vigorous and graphic is the author's treatment of it. If it be fair to 
select where idl is excellent, we should fix on the personal sketches of 
Robespierre, Danton, Marat, and others of their crew, as good speci- 
mens of the skill and power which appear in a most unambitious 
manner throughout the volume. We cordially recommend it both as 
a most interesting tale, and as an excellent historical sketch.*' — 
Guardian, 

The above two books form admirable prizes. 

AGNES DE TRACY. A Tale of the Times of S. Thomas 
of Canterbury. l2mo. doth, price 2s. 

HIEROL06US; or, the Church Tourists. 12mo. cloth, 
price 6s. j cheap edition, in two parts, is. 8d. each. 

DEEDS OF FAITH ; Stories for ChUdren from Church 
History. l8mo. (doth, iniee 2s. 



NEVINS.— THEODORE, HIS BROTHER AND SIS- 
TERS; or, a Summer at Sejrmour Hall. Edited by the Rev. 
William Nbtins, Rector of Miningsby, Idncolnshhre. Fcap. 
8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

OLDKNOW.— ADMISSION INTO A STATE OP SAL^ 
VATION BY HOLY BAPTISM. A Sermon. By the Rev. Josbph 
Oldknow, M.A., Perpetual Curate of Holy Trinity Chapel, Bor- 
desley. Ftice 6d. 

OLDKNOW.— HYMNS FOR THE SERVICE OF THE 

CHURCH. Arranged according to the Seasons and Holy Days of 
the Church's year. Edited by the Rev. J. Oldknow. CI. is. 6d. 

ORDER FOR PRIME. In post 8vo., stiff cover, price 4d. ; 
by post, Od. 

ORDER FOR COMPLINE ; or, Prayers before Bed-time. 
Second Edition. In post 8vo., stift cover, price 4d. ; by post, 6d. 

THE ORDER FOR THE BURIAL OF THE DEAD. 

On a Large Card, for the use of the attendants, price 6d. each. 

Similar to those used at Baptisms. 

ORIGINAL BALLADS. By Living Authors, 1850. 
Edited by the Rev. Hbnrt Thompson, M.A., Cantab. Demy 8vo., 
beautifully Illustrated, and elegantly bound, forming a handsome 
present book, cloth Ids., morocco 208. 

'* The Ballads, one and all, exhibit acquired scholarship and literary 
B\aa.*>^Speetator. 

" A charming volume containing many Ballads on various subjects, 
divine, dassiccd, and legendary. They are excellent as compositions, 
pure in style, and rich in tKacy,**— Morning J*09t, 
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ORGANS, a Short Aicooimt of, Erected in England since 
the Restoration. (Olastrated bj nameroiu Wood-cnts, con. 
sistin^ of drawings of existing examples and designs for Organ 
Cases, by A. W. Puoin, Esq.) By a Member of the Uniyendty 
of Cambridge. Fcp. 8to., price 0s. doth. 

OBLEBAB.— CHRISTMAS EVE and OTHER POEMS. 
By Mrs. CuTHsaaT OaLBBAa, Author of " Harry and Walter, or 
the Church Spire ;" " Cecily Donne," '* Cinderella, a Fairy TUe 
in Verse,'* &c. Demy l8mo. cloth. Is. 

OSMOND.— CHRISTIAN MEMORIALS. Being a Series 
of Designs for Headstones, &;c., designed and drawn on stone fay 
WtixiAM OsMOBin, Jno., Salisbory. 4to. doth, iss. 

OXFORD POCKET EDITIONS OF THE GREEK 

AND LATIN CLASSICS. 
This series of Greek and Latin dasdcs combines to a greater ex- 
tent than has hitherto been attempted in this country, accuracy oi 
rgraphy and parity of text with cheapness and portability. With 
object one oi the most recent and approved texts of each author 
will be impUciOy followed, the works will be printed in a legible type, 
and strongly bound in doth. The addition of notes does not form 
part of the plan of this collection, but in various other forms, such as 
chronological tables, biographical introdnctions, historical indices, 
&c.t a large amount of information will be conveyed. Of 8(»ne of the 
authors, such as Horace, Phsedrus, Juvenal, and Aristophanes, an ez- 
purgata edition will be published for the use of Schools. 

The following are now ready. 

EuaiPfDBS. Ss. 6d. Sallustius. 28. 

Hkrodotub, s vols. 68. SornocLBs. Ss. 

HOMBBf IlIAS. 38. 0d. ThUCTDIDBS, S vols. 58. 

Ootssba. 8s. ViaoiLxns. ss. 

HoRATius. 2s. Sbnophom— MeDiorabOla. 

Pbjbdrus. is. 4d. is. 4d. 

School Editions now ready. 
ViKoiLius. Ss. 6d. Phadrus. 18. 4d. 

HORATIVS. Ss. SALLVBTIUB. 18. 4d. 

Fcap. 8vo. with red marginal lines, strongtr bound in doth, wiOi red 

edges, price Ss. 

(THOMAS A KEMPIS) DE IMITATIONE CHRISTI, 

carefully edited, with Indices. 
Also, a cheaper edition of the same, uniform with tiie ** Oxford 
Pocket Editions.** Price Ss. 

PAOKEB.— SERMONS ON THE LORD'S PRAYER. 

By the Rev. J. G. Packbr. M.A., Incumbent of S. Peter's, 

Bethnal Green. Price ss. 
" No less commendable by plainness of style and simplicity of 
thought, than by the earnestness and devoutness of tone which per- 
vades them.»» — John Bull, 
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BT THE BEV. F. E. PAGET, M.A., 

BKCTOR OF BLVORD. 

THE LIVING AND THE DEAD. Practical Sermons on 
the Burial Service. l2mo. clotli, 6s. 0d. 

SERMONS ON DUTIES OF DAILY LIFE. Second 
Edition, ismo. cloth» ds. 6d. 

SERMONS ON THE SAINTS» DAYS AND FESTIVALS 
OF THE CHURCH. 12mo. cloth, 78. 
The aboye three volumes are prepared for rural parishes and 
liamily reading. 

THE CHRISTIAN'S DAY. New edition, square 24mo. 
with bordered pag:e8 and Frontispiece from Overbeck. Price 
3s. 6d. doth, 08. morocco. Antique morocco, sis. 

SURSUM CORDA : AIDS TO PRIVATE DEVOTION. 

Being a Body of Prayers collected from the Writings of English 
Churchmen. Compiled and arranged by Francis £. Paget, M.A. 
In Two Parts, square 24mo., Bordered Pages, and beautihil 
Frontispiece, price 6s., or in Plain Morocco 7s. Od. ; for presents, 
Morocco Extra lOs. 6d., or Antique Morocco 32s. 6d. 
This is the work announced in the " Christian's Day," under the 
title, " A Manual of Devotions," as a companion to that work. 

MILFORD MALVOISIN; or, Pews and Pewholders. 
Second edition, l2mo. cloth, price 3s. 

Is intended to show the sin of making worldly distinctions between 
rich and poor in that House where all are equal, and that it has 
brought with it its own punishment from the very firsts in the strifes 
and contentions which have Invariably attended the allotment and 
possession of pews. 

S. ANTHOLIN*S; or, Old Churches and New. Fourth 
Edition, l2mo. cloth, price 28. 6d. 

Advocating the restoration of our ancient churches, if not to their 
original splendour, yet to a condition of substantial repair ; and an 
endeavour by Gon*s blessing to lead people to think more of their 
responsibiUties in that respect. 

THE WARDEN OF BERKINGHOLT. Second Edition. 
l2mo. cloth, 5s. Cheap Edition, in 2 parts, is. 4d. each. 

Addressed to persons vfhose lot has been cast in the upper and 
middle ranks, in the hope it may be instrumental in prevailing on 
some to think on the responsibilities which rank, property, and edn- 
cation involve-— the duties of the higher classes to the lower. 

A TRACT UPON TOMBSTONES; or, Suggestions for 
the consideration of Persons intending to set up that kind of 
Monument to the Memory of Deceased Ftiends. Demy 8vo., 
witti numerous Illustrations. Second Edition, price is., or is, sd. 
by post. 

C 
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BT TBB BBT. V. B. rAOBT, M.A., CONTINUBO. 

MEMORANDA PAROCHIALIA 5 or, tKe Parish Priests 
Pocket Book. Third edition, printed on writing paper, bound in 
leather, with tuck and pockets, price 3s. 6d. Double size, Sa. 

THE IDOLATRY OF COVETOUSNESS. Is. 

HOW TO SPEND SUNDAY WELL AND HAPPILY. 
On a card, id. A Packet of 25, as. 



PALEY.— THE ECCLESIOLOGIST'S GUIDE TO THE 

CHURCHES WITHIN A CIRCUIT OF SEVEN MILES ROUND 
CAMBRIDGE. With Map and Introductory Remarks. By F. 
A. Palbt, M.A. Price 2s. 

PATH OF LIFE. By the Author of the " Seven Cor- 
poral Works of Mercy." " Lead me in the way everlastiogr." 
Fcap. svo. cloth is. 6d., Stiff cover Is. 
" A simply and beautiftilly written Allegory, adapted for circulation 

among young persons." — English Review, 

PEABSALL.— HYMNS OF THE CHURCH, 

Pointed as they are to be Chanted } together with the Vbrsiclks, 
LiTANT, Athanasian Crbed, Rbsponses after the Command- 
HBNTs, &c. Set to Music by T. Tallis. Revised and arranged 
by Mr. Pbarsall, of Lichfield Cathedral. Small 8vo. I^rice 
Is., with a reduction to clergymen introducing it into their 
churches. 

PENITENT'S PATH; showing the Steps by which he 
may reg^ain Peace in this World, and attain Happiness in the next. 
Compiled from and illustrated by Passages from Holy Scripture 
and the Book of Common Prayer, with appropriate Selections from 
Ancient Hymns, Oxford Psalter, and Christian Tear. 6d. 

PEEEIBA. — TENTATI VA THEOLOGICA. Per P. 

Antonio Pkrexra db Figukrkdo. Translated from the Original 
Portuguese, by the Rey. Edward H. Landon, M.A. Demy 8vo., 
(doth, price 98. 
Written in 1760. Its general aim is to prove that an absolute control 
over his Diocese is vested by Divine rig^ht in every Bishop j and it may 
by God's grace be useful in settling the doubts which any may enter- 
tain as to the Catholicity of our Spiritual Mother, from the fact that 
she is not in visible communion with Rome. 

PHIPPS. — CATECHISM ON THE HOLY SCRIP- 
TURES. By the Rev. C. E. Pnipps, Rector of Devizes, Wilts. 

PIETAS METRICA ; or, Nature Suggestive of God and 
Godliness. By the Brothers Theoi^iilus and Theophylact. Fcap. 
^^ 8vo. doth. Price Ss. 6d. 

isxK »^— J ?*»*' ^"^^ sweetness combined with deep devotional feel- 
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PLAIN READING LESSONS FROM SCRIPTURE 

HISTORY } with Questions on each Chapter, adapted for Parish 

Schools. By a Country Vicar. Price 8d. cloth. A reduction in 

quantities for schools. 

The object of these Lessons is to prevent the Bible being Qsed as a 

common class book. 

BT THE BEV. Q. A. POOLE, M.A., 

RBCTOB OF WBLFORO. 

TWELVE PRACTICAL SERMONS ON THE HOLY 

COMMUNION. 12mo. cloth, price 4s. fid. 

" Labouring not to proye, bat apply the doctrine stated." 

A HISTORY OF ECCLESIASTICAL ARCHITECTURE 
IN ENGLAND. Svo. cloth., price I2s. 
This volnme combines a general history of the greater English 
Ecclesiastical Architects of the middle ages, with an equally general 
view of their works, and of the characters which distinguish the bcdld- 
ings of their respective ages. 

A HISTORY "DF ENGLAND, From the First Invasion 
by the Romans to the Accession of Queen Victoria, a vols, 
cloth. 9s. 
" The author is not aware of the existence of a single History of 
England, adapted in size and pretensions to the use of the upper classes 
in schools, in which any approach is made to sound ecclesiastical 
principles, or in which due reverence is shown to the Church of Eng- 
land, either before or after the Reformation, as a true and living 
member of the Body of Christ. He hopes that the present volume 
will supply this deficiency, and furnish for the use of the learner an> 
abstract of events necessarily short and imperfect, but sound and true 
as far as it goes, and of such a character as not to array all his early 
impressions against the truth of history. Important if ever, when it 
touches the evidences of Christ's Presence with His Church, in the 
land of all our immediate natural, dvil, and ecclesiastical and spiritual 
relations." — Pre/ace. 

SIR RAOUL DE BROC AND HIS SON TRISTRAM. 

A Tale of the Times of S. Thomas 2i Becket. Fcap. 8vo., 2s. 6d. 
As we go to the age of miracles to exemplify the government of the 
world by miracles, so may we go to the middle ages to exemplify the 
same rule by a less visible yet equally real intervention of the 
Almightv. 

POPULAR TRACTS, lUastrating the Prayer Book of the 
Church of England. 

Already published : 

No. I. THE BAPTISMAL SERVICES. Second 
Edition. Price id. 

No. IL THE DRESS OF THE CLERGY, with an 
Illustration. Price 2d. 

No. III. THE BURIAL SERVICE. With an Appendix 
on Modern Burials, Monuments, and Epitaphs, containing Seven 
Designs for Headstones, and an Alphabet for Inscriptions. Price 6d. 

No. IV. THE ORDINATION SERVICES. Price 4d, 
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PRACTICAL CHRISTIAN'S LIBRARY. 

THE PRACTICE OF DIVIKE LOVE ; an Exposition upon the Clmrcfa 

Catechicm. To which are added. Directions for Prayer. By 

Bishop Kbw. Price 9d. 
A GUfDE TO THE HOLY COMMUNION j or, tbe Great Duty of 

Frequenting the Christian Sacrifice : with Suitable Devotions. Bf 

RoBKRT NiLSON, Esq. Price 8d. 
A COMPANION FOR THE PENITENT, and for Persons Troubled in 

Mind. By the Rev. John Kkttlbwbll. Price 9d. 
PAROCHIAL SERMONS, Preached at S. Giles's, Cripplegate. By 

Bishop Lancblot Andrbwbs. Price 2s. 
DEATH, JUDGMENT, HEAVEN, HELL. Contemplations by 

Bishop Jbrbmt Tatlob. Price 9d. 
THE CHRISTIAN MAN A CONTENTED MAN. By BisHor San- 

OBRSON. With a Short Memoir of the Author. Price 9d. 
STEPS TO THE ALTAR; a Manual of Devotions for the Blessed 

Eucharist. By W. E. Scuoamobb, M.A. Rector of Ditclunerham. 

Price 18. cloth, 3s. calf. 
THE ART OF CONTENTMENT. By the Author ^f "The Whole 

Dnty of Man." Price is. 6d. 
FOURTEEN MEDITATIONS OF JOHN GERHARD. Now newly 

done into English by B. G. J. Price 6d. 
A MANUAL OP DEVOTIONS FOR CONFIRMATION AND FIRST 

COM MUNION } with a Prefatory Address. Price 8d. 
A SELECTION OF HYMNS FOR PUBLIC AND PRIVATE USE. 2s. 
THE YOUNG CHURCHMAN'S MANUAL : Forty Days' Meditations 

on the Chief Truths of Religion, as contained in the Church 

Catechism. Price is. 
*A COMMENTARY ON THE SEVEN PENITENTIAL PSALMS. 

Chiefly from Ancient Sources, is., morocco 3s. 6d. 
A COLLECTION OF PRIVATE DEVOTIONS FOR THE HOURS OF 

PRAYER, Compiled by John Cusin, D.D., Bishop of Durham. 

Price Is., calf Ss. 
DAILY EXERCISES. Being Prayers and Meditations for a Fortnig-ht. 

Taken from Homeck*8 Happy Ascetic. Price gd. 
THE HISTORY OF THE LIFE AND DEATH OF OUR EVER. 

BLESSED SAVIOUR, JESUS CHRIST : with Considerations and 

Discourses upon the several parts of the story. Abridged from 

Bishop Jbrbmt Taylor, D.D. Price is. 6d. 

*«* The above may be had in Cloth, gilt edges, at 6d. per volume 

additional. 

The following form part of the series : 

LeamtoDie. [Sutton.] is.— Private Devotions. [Spinckes.] is. 0d.— 
The Imitation of Christ. [A Kempis.] is. — Manual of Prayer for 
the Yoong. [Ken.] 6d.— The Golden Grove. [Taylor.] gd.— 
life of Ambrose Bonwicke. is.— Life of Bishop Bull. [Nelson.] 
is. fid. — Companion to the Prayer Book, is.— Selections from 
Hooker. [Reble.] is. fid.— Meditations on the Eucharist. [Sut- 
ton.] 28.— Learn to Live. [Sutton.] is. fid.— Doctrine and 
Discipline of the Church of England. [Heylin.] &d.— Bishop 
Taylor's Holy Living. 2s.— Bishop Taylor's Holy Dying. 2s.— 
The Confessions of S. Augustine. 2s.— Jones' Figurative Lan- 
guage of Scripture Ezplahied. is. fid. 



ALDBRSGATS STBBET, AND NBW BOND 8TRBBT. 29 

PRAYERS AND LITANIES, WITH LESSONS AND 
RESPONSES, for Church Schools. ISmo., 4d. 

PRAYERS AND RULES FOR THE ORDERING 
AND USE OF A CHURCH GUILD; with an Appendix, oon- 
tainiog: an account of the Ancient Onilds. Price 38. 

PRAYERS FOR LITTLE CHILDREN AND YOUNG 

PERSONS. Price 6d., cloth 8d. 
SIMPLE PRAYERS FOR LITTLE CHILDREN from 

Two to Eig:ht Years of age. Price 2d. 
PRAYERS FOR YOUNG PERSONS, from Twelve to 

Sixteen years of Age. Price 4d. 

PRAYERS AND SELF-EXAMINATION FOR LITTLE 

CHILDREN. Price 3d. 
PRAYERS FOR SOLDIERS. Royal 32mo., in parchment 

cover, and tack. Price 3d., or ifis. per 100. 

PBICHABD.— SERMONS. By the Rev. Jambs Cowlks 
Prichabd, M.A., late Vicar of Mitcham, and Fellow ot Oriel 
College, Oxford. Fcap. 8vo., price 4s. 6d. 

PRIVATE DEVOTION, 

A Short Form for the Use of Children. On a sheet for suspension 
in bed-rooms, price Id., or 0s. 6d. per 100. Also in a Book, id. 

PROGRESSIVE PRAYERS AND DIRECTIONS: Com- 
piled for the Instruction of Young Persons and Children. Tn Foot 
Parts, bound togeth^, price 2d.j or in sets of four, 2^d. ; by 
post, 4d. 
J. Masters is anxious to meet the wants of the Clergy, by pro- 
ducing good and well printed books for Schools at verp low pHc€§, 
These Prayers are published as a trial, and are offered at nearly one 
half the usual charge. 

Hie First Part contains aa much as very young children will bear in 
memory. As they grow older the Second and Third Parts may be 
added. The Fourth Part should be used when they are within a year 
or two of the time of Confirmation. 

PROGRESS OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND SINCE 
THE REFORMATION. l8mo., in a neat wrapper 6d., or doth 
9d. Reprinted Arom the " Ecclesiastic.*' 

PBTNNE.— SERMONS PREACHED IN THE PARISH 
CHURCH OF S. ANDREW, CLIFTON. By Gxorob Rundlb 
Prtnnr, late Curate of Clifton, Incumbent of Par. Demy 8vo., 
price lOs. 0d. 

PUSET.— INCREASED COMMUNIONS. A Sermon. 
By the Rev. £. B. PUSEY, D.D., Regius Professor of Hebrew, Ca- 
non of Christ Church, late Fellow of Oriel College. Price 3d. 

PUSET. — DO ALL TO THE LORD JESUS. A 
Sermon. Published by Request. Price Sd. or 8s. per 100, for 
parochial distribution. 
This beautiful Address teaches what the daily lifis of a Christian 

man diould be. 

c 2 
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QUESTIONS FOR SELF-EXAMINATION for the Use 

of the Ckergj in what Coneenis their Sacred Office. Price 6d.» 
Rubricated. 

BAWLIN8.--WHAT IS TRUTH ? A Sermon preached 
in the Parish Church of S. Anne, limehonse, on Trinitjr Sunday, 
Jnne l8th, 1848. By the late B. Rawlins, M.A.» Curate and 
Evening Lecturer of S. Anne, Limehouse. FabUshed by request. 
Price 0d. 

RAWLINS.— THE FAMINE IN IRELAND. A Poem. 
Handsomely printed on large post Svo., price is. 

THE RECOLLECTIONS OF A SOLDIER'S WIDOW. 
Tt&is short history has more eflfect from its simple narration than 
many deeper and more enlarged volumes on the Peninsular war. 
l8mo. Price is. 

REFLECTIONS, MEDITATIONS, AND PRAYERS 

(with Goqiel Harmony) on the most Holy life and Sacred Passion 
of our Lord Jbsus Christ, chiefly from. Ancient Sources. By the 
author oi " A Companion to the Sick Room." Fcap. 8yo. in 
leatiier, limp covers, price 68., calf Bs. morocco l<hi. 

<« One which we hope to see become a standard." — Chri$Han Re- 
membraHe9r. 

" Such a compilation by a devout mind cannot be without its use.** 

BT. THE REV. J. F. RUS8EX.L, B.C.L. 

THE JUDGMENT OF THE ANGLICAN CHURCH 

(Posterior to the Reformation) on the Sufficiency of Holy 
Scripture, and the Authority of the Holy Catholic Church in mat- 
ters of Faith ; as contained in her authorized Framnlaries, and 
Illustrated by the Writings of her elder Masters and Doctors. 
With an Introduction, Notes, and Appendix. 8vo., dlotli, 
price lOs. 6d. 

LAYS CONCERNING THE EARLY CHURCH. Fcap. 

8vo., price is. 6d. limp cloth. 

Composed in the hope of bringing in a popular way before the laity 
some of the remarkable events of Primitive Christianity. 

ANGLICAN ORDINATIONS VALID. 

A Refutation of certain Statements In the Second and Third 
Chapters of " The Validity of Anglican Ordinations Examined. 
By the Very Reverend Peter Richard Kenrick, V.G." Bvo., 
price is., or is. 4d. postfiree. 

OBEDIENCE TO THE CHURCH IN THINGS 
RITUAL. A Sermon, preached in St. James's Church, Bnfield 
Highway. 8vo., price Is., lamo., price 6d. 
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SACRED HYMNS AND ANTHEMS, with the Music as 
used in the Church of S. Saviour% Leeds. No. I., price is.; 
Nos. II. to VI., price 6d. each. To be continued. 

SCUDAMOBE.— STEPS TO THE ALTAR ; a Manual of 
Demotion for the Blessed Eucharist. By W. E. Scud am orb, M.A., 
Rector of Ditchingham. Fourth Edition, carefully revised and 
enlarged. Neat doth is. and is. 6d., limp roan 2s. 6d., calf 
3s. 6d., handsomely bound in morocco 4s., antique morocco 128. 

SEARS' CHEAP SCRIPTURE PRINTS, suitable for Cot- 
tages, Schools, Nurseries, Rewards, &c. A Series of Twelve, 
representing the Principal Events in the Life of Our Saviour. In 
Parts containing Four Prints, or two with descriptive letter-press, 
price 6d. each Part ; coloured, is. These Prints are kept in cheap 
Frames for Schools, Cottages, Nurseries, &'c., from fid. each. 

SELECTIONS FROM THE OLD AND NEW VER- 
SIONS OF THE PSALMS, to which are added a few Hymns, 
chiefly Ancient, as used at Christ Church, S. Pancras, ^bany 
-Street, Regent's Park. Edited by the Rev. Wilx.tam Dodsworth. 
Demy l8mo., cloth, is. fid. 

SELF-DEVOTION ; or, the Prussians at Hochkirch. A 
Free Translation from the German of Frederica Lohmann. A 
Tale for Yoang Persons. In a neat Fancy Cover, with Engraved 
Frontispiece, price is. 

8ELL0N.—- AN ESSAY ON SISTERHOODS IN THE 
ENGLISH CHURCH. By the Rev. W. E. Sellon, Rector of 
Llangna. Price is., by post Is. 4d. 

SERMONS FOR SUNDAYS, FESTIVALS, FASTS, 
AND OTHER LITURGICAL OCCASIONS. Edited by the Rev. 
Albxandjbr Watson, M.A., Curate of St. John's, Cheltenham. 

The First Skries, complete in One Volume, contains Thirty-six 
Original Sermons, and may be had in Six Parts, price One Shilling 
each, or bound in cloth, 78. fid. 

The Skconu Serirs contains Sermons vor evert Sunday and 
Holt Dat in the Ch itrch's Year. It may be had in Eighteen Parts, 
price Is. each, or in 3 vols, cloth, price 7s. fid. each. 

The Third Series, complete in One Volume, contains Thirty-two 
Sermons illustrating some Occasional Offices of the Book of 
Common Prater, may be had in Six Parts, price is. each, or bound 
in cloth, price 78. fid. 

All Three Series are also kept, bound uniformly in half-calf, cloth 
sides, los. ; whole calf, lis.; calf extra I2s. per volume. 

A List of Contributors sent by post. 

gERMONS FOR THE PEOPLE. Price Id. each. 

Nos. I. to XXX. are now ready. Nos. XXXI. to LII. will be 

published consecutively. 
This Series has been commenced with a view of supplying Clergy. 
men with discourses which they may place in the hands of those ot 
their parishioners who do not frequent their parish church. 
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SERMONS REGISTER. By which an account may he 
kept of Sermoni preached on each Sanday and Holy Day for Tea 
Yean to be seen at one g:lance. U. each. 

SHORT DEVOTIONAL SERVICE FOR LENT, for 

Private and Family Use. By an English PaiasT. Price 6d. 

SUOHT.— THE FIRST CAPTIVITY AND DESTRUC 
TION OF JERUSALEM. A Tale, called Talm on and Hadassah, 
illustrative of God's Jodgrments on National Sin. Also, a Ms- 
TBiCAL ViRsioN OF Tni Lamkntations OP Jbrsmiah. By the 
Rev. HiNRT Spkncbr Slight, B.D., Fellow of Corpus Christi 
College, Oxford} Rector of Ruan-Lanifaorne ; and Cbs4)lain in the 
Royal Navy. In small 8vo., handsomely Illostrated 73. fid. ; 
calf 108. 6d. An excellent first class Prize Book. 

SMITH, C— SERMONS PREACHED IN HOLY WEEK, 
and at other Seasons of the Charch. By the Rev. Chahlbs 
FcLTON Smith, B.A., of Queen's College, Cambridge} Incum- 
bent of Peudlebnry, near Manchester, and Domestic Chaplain to 
the Right Hon. Lord Viscount Combermere. l2mo. cloth, 6s. 

SMITH, E.— THE CHURCH CATECHISM ILLUS- 
TRATED BY PASSAGES FROM THE BOOK OP COMMON 
PRAYER. By the Rev. ROWLAND SMITH, M.An formerly of 
S. John's Coll., Oxford. In stiff cover, price 4d., or 6d. by post. 

SMITH, T.— THE DEVOUT CHORISTER. Thoughts on 
his Vocation, and a Manual of Devotions for his Use. By Thomas 
Frbdrrick Smith. M.A., Fellow of Magdalene College, Oxford, 
and Curate of Sneinton, Nottingham. Rubricated, with a beau- 
tifully engraved Frontispiece. Cloth is. 6d., Roan 2s., roan tudc 

28. 0d. 

Well calculated to promote holy seal and emulation amoni: 
Choristers. 
" Should be hi the hands of every Chorister."— Pari«A Choir, 

SONGS OF CHRISTIAN CHIVALRY. By the Author of 
'' Hymns and Scenes of Childhood." Fcap. 8vo. (doth, price 3s. 6d. 

"The tendency and moral of these Songs are in the pure spirit of 
Christianity."— jVaoa^ and Military Gazette, 

SPERLING.— CHURCH WALKS IN MIDDLESEX. 
Being a Series of Ecclesiological Notes in detail of all the Churches 
in the country districts, in number upwards of sixty, arranged in 
groups of from four to six in each, making agreeable days' excur- 
sions ft-om London. To which is added an introductory chapter 
on the Ecclesiological features of the county generally j alro a 
concluding paper on the existing Ecclesiastical Remains of Lon- 
don, of a date prior to the Great I^lre. By John Hanson Spbrlino, 
B.A., Trinity College, Cambridge. Demy l8mo. doth, price 3s. 6d. 

SPONSOR'S DUTY CThe). On thin card, price 28. 6d. 
per 100. This card is printed at a cheap rate, to enable Oergymen 
topresent one to every Sponsor, porting out the Duties of the 
Office, and the Register of the OiUd'a Baptism. 
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STORY OF A DREAM ; or, the Mother's Version of an 
Olden Tale. By the Author of *' Hymns and Scenes of Childhood." 
ISmo., boards, is. 

STORIES OF HOLY MEN AND WOMEN. By the 
Author of *< Hymns and Scenes of Childhood." For Lending 
libraries, ismo. cloth, price 2s. ; or in Packets of 8, price Ss. 

STBETTON.— THE ACTS OF SAINT MARY MAGDA- 
LENE CONSIDERED, in a Series of Discourses, as lUnstratingr 
certidn Important Points of Doctrine. By the Rev. Hrnrt 
Strktton, M.A., Magrdalene Hall, Oxford, Perpetual Curate of 
Hixon, Diocese of Lichfield. 8vo. cloth, price lOs. 6d. 

SUNSETTING. A little story interesting for its truthful 
picture of happiness, peace, and contentment, in the midst of 
poverty and old age* whilst the little tale of Old Master Six 
o'clock must teach all who meet with it the effect that a babe in 
Christ may have over the strongest power of Satan. l8mo. 6d. 

SUNTEB'S ORNAMENTAL DESIGNS FOR GRAVE- 
STONES. On a large sheet containing Twenty-four Examples in 
tinted lithography. Price 2s. 

TEAZ-E.— LIVES OF EMINENT ENGLISH DIVINES. 
By the W. H. Tbalb, M.A., Vicar of Roystone, Yorkshire. In 
royal l8mo., with Steel Engravings, price 6s., doth, or separately 
in wrappers for Lenduig Libraries. 

Life of Bishop Andrewes, is. life of Dr. Hammond, is. 

Life of Bishop Bull, 9d. Life of Bishop Wilson, is. 

Life of Jones of Nayland, is. 
\* This is intended as a Companion to the Author's " Lives of 

Eminent English Laymen." 

THEOLOGIAN AND ECCLESIASTIC. 

A Magazine relatuig to the affairs of the Church, Education, &c. 
In Monttily Parts, price is. 6d. 

The range of sufadects which this Magazine embraces, will appear 
from the Title chosen } and the rule on which it is conducted, is that 
of setting forth the distinctive principles of the Church boldly and 
uncompromisingly, with as little reference as posedble to those who 
may be supposed to differ. 

Vols. I. to IX., including Parts I. to LII., with Titles and Indexes, 
are now ready, los. 6d. each, bound in cloth. 

TOMLINS. — PLAIN SERMONS. By the Rev. R. 
ToMLiNS. l2mo., price 5s. 

TBENOW. — THE THIRTY-NINE ARTICLES NO 
TEST OF HERESY. A Brief Examination of a Pamphlet by the 
Rev. William Goode, entitled, "A Defence of the Thirty-nine 
Articles," &c. With an Appendix, containing a Summary of the 
Principal Exceptions of the Presbjrterians against the Book of 
Common Pray^, and the Answers of the Bishops at the Savoy 
Conterence ; also the Letters of the Lords Bishops of Exeter and 
Salisbury upon the Clause recently proposed to be introduced into 
the Clergy Offence* Bill, Ac. By the Rev. F. W. Trenow, B.A., 
of S. Joho*s College, Oxford i Curate of Manningford Bruce, 
Pewsey. Pnce is. 
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TBUEPITT.— ARCHITECTURAL SKETCHES ON 
THE CONTINENT. By GEORGE TRUEFITT, Architect. Sixty 
Eograved Subjects, Demy 4to. cloth, price lOs. 6d. 

'* A good idea aod oot onsaccessfully executed. The author is a 
young man of whom, firom this promise, we Tenture to anticijsate a 
good deal. He Jostly says, mach may be learnt from the villages and 
byways of foreign countries. Just as in our own." — Eceleaioiogisi, 

TETTEPITT.— DESIGNS for COUNTRY CHURCHES. 
In one volame Imperial 4to., cloth, 25s. to Subscribers ; soa. to 
Non- Subscribers. 

They contain a series of Twenty Perspectiye Views (with small plans), 
in ink lithography on tinted paper, with descriptive letter-press. 

TUTE. — THE CHAMPION OF THE CROSS. An 

Allegory. By the Rev. J. S. TUTE, B.A. 12mo. 2s. 6d. cloth. 

TUTU— HOLY TIMES AND SCENES. Fcap. 8m, 
ss., (doth. Also a Second Series, 3s. 

TWO SERMONS Preached at the First Anniversary of the 
Consecration of the Rebuilt Church of S. Nicholas, Kemerton, on 
Thursday, October 19, 1848. By Sir Gborob Prbvost, Bart., 
M.A., Perpetual Curate of Stinchcombe : and C. E. Ksnnawat, 
M.A., Vicar of Campden. Price 6d., for parochial distributioii. 

VISITATIO INFIRMORUM; or, Offices for the Clergy 
in Directing, Comforting, and Praying with the Sick. Compiled 
from Approved Sources. With an Introduction. By WILLIAM 
H. COPE, M.A., Minor Canon and Librarian of S. Peter's, West- 
minster, and Chaplahi to the Westminster Hospital; and HENRT 
STRETTON, M.A., Perpetual Curate of Hixon, hi the Dioceee of 
Lichfield. l2mo. calf, l6s., morocco 208. Also, witb Silver and 
Gilt clasps, comers, &c. In Three Parts, calf, 2ls. New Edition. 

APPENDIX TO THE FIRST EDITION containing* the AddiUonal 
Offices. Price is. 6d. 

THE RESPONSAL FOR THE VISITATIO INFIRMO- 
RUM : Portions of the Offices to be said by those who accompany 
the Priest in Ministering to the Sick, Infirm, and Afflicted. 

WAKEFIELD.— MENTAL EXERCISES FOR JUVE- 
NIIiE MINDS. By Eliza Wakbfirld. Demy l8mo., strongly 
bound. Second Edition, price 2s. With the Key, 2s. 6d. The 
Key separate, 6d. 

" The exercise of our powers is ever attended with a degree of plea- 
sure, which, once tasted, usually operates as a sufficient stimulus to a 
repetition of the effort. This holcb good in an especial manner with 
respect to the mental powers j the delight accompanying the discovery 
of truth, the legitimate ott}ect of theh: activity, hivariably diqiKwea, par- 
2fSYJ?«S* ffJldren, to renewed search, and hnparts a dissatisfoctian 
witb aU that is not convindngly true.'*— Pre/a<;<. 
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WALCOTT.— AN ORDER OP PSALMS. 

Selected from the New Version of the Psalter, that may be 
followed in Parish Choirs, and places where they sing', on all 
Sundays and Holy Days and Evens observed in the Church of 
Eugrland. By the Rev. MACKENZIE WALCOTT, M.A., Curate 
of S. Margaret's, Westminster. On a Sheet, price 2d. 

WALCOTT.— WESTMINSTER, Memorials of the City, 
its Palaces, Whitehall, Parish Churches, Worthies, S. Peter's Col- 
lege, the Streets, Modern Buildings, and Ancient Institutions. 
Demy 8vo., handsomely bound in cloth, with Illustrations, Us. 
" This is a labour of love. It is well that men can be found with 

will and power occasionally to write and publish such works 

What can be more interesting or more worthy of record than the 
memories and associations which hang around the spot that may be 
pre-eminently called the classic region of England V*— Morning Post, 

WALCOTT.— WESTMINSTER ABBEY. The Royal and 
Collegiate Church of S. Peter } its Memories ; the Lives of its 
Eminent Ecclesiastics and Oi^anists j and the Monuments of it» 
Illustrious Dead. With Illustrations. Preparing. 
This is a companion volume to the above. 

WALPOBD. — THE HOLINESS OF A CHRISTIAN 
CHILD : being an Earnest Appeal to all Christian Parents on the 
Regeneration of their Children in the Sacrament of Baptism. By 
the Rev. Edward Walfobd, M.A., late Scholar of Balliol College, 
Oxford. Price 3d., or 21 s. per 100. 

WARD.— FAMILY OFFICES for the Sundays, Festivals, 

and Fasts throughout the Christian Year. By the Rev. W. P. 

Ward, M.A., Rector of Compton Valence. Price is. 
WARD.— FAMILY PRAYERS. Price 6d. 
WAS IT A DREAM ? and THE NEW CHURCHYARD. 

with an Engraving of the New Church at Bonchurch. Two Tales. 

by the Author of '* Stories on the Lord's Prayer." Neatly bound 

price is. 6d. 

BT THE Ri:V. ALEXANDER WATSON, M.A., 

CURATR OF S. JOHN*S, CHBLTBNHAM. 

THE DEVOUT CHURCHMAN ; or, DaUy Meditations 

from Advent to the Close of the CSiristian Year. Edited by the 

Rev. Albxandkr Watson, M.A. In 2 Vols., post 8vo. cloth, 

price 15s.; calf, 228. 

"This work follows the order and arrangement of the Church's 

year, and is of an eminently practical character. We can cordially 

recommend it to the Clergy as a most useful book for the private 

reading and instruction of their parishioners." — English Churchman, 

Complete in one vol.. Demy 8vo., the Second Edition of the 
CHURCHMAN»S SUNDAY EVENINGS AT HOME; 

or. Family Readings for each Sunday and Holy Day in the 

Christian Year. In the Pren. 
SEVEN SAYINGS ON THE CROSS. Sermons preached 

in S. John's Church, Cheltenham, in Holy Week, I8i7. Price Os. 
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BY niB BBT. AlsMXAnDMU WATSON, M.A. CONTIKITKD. 

THE PEOPLE, EDUCATION, AND THE CHURCH. 
A Letter to th« Right Rbt. tbb Lobd Bishop op Exktbb, 
oocBsk>iied by a Letter of the Rer. W. F. Hook, D.D., to the 
Rioht Rbv. thb Lobo Bishop op S. David's. Price is. 

*<An ehkboTBte examination of the whole sutject.*' — Ettgliak 
Ckmrekt 



FIRST DOCTRINES AND EARLY PRACTICE ; or. 
Sermons for Youngr Churchmen, with Questions thereon for the 
Use of Parents or Teachers, ss. 6d. cloth boards; 2s. Ihnp doth. 

JESUS THE GIVER AND FULFILLER OF THE 
MEW LAW. A Course of Eigrht Sermons on the Beatitudes. 
Adapted to each day in the Holy Week and to Easter Day. Preached 
in St. Joiui*s Church, CheXtenham, in 1848 and 1849. Price 68. 6d. 

THE DANGER OP BEING ♦* ASHAMED OF CHRIST,'* 
AND OP HIS WORDS, in an " Evil and Adulterous Generation :" 
A Sermon. Price is. 

A LETTER TO ALL MEMBERS OF THE CHURCH 
OF ENGLAND, especially those who are Fathers or Mothers, or 
Godfathers or Godmothers, or have been confirmed ; containing: 
Words of Common Sense for Common People on tlie *'One 
Baptism for the Remission of Sins.*' Price 8d. 

CATECHISM ON THE BOOK OF COMMON PRAYER. 

MR. GOODE'S DEFENCE OF MR. GORHAM.— An 

Apology for the Honesty and Catholicity of the Compilers of the 
Book of Common Prayer, and of our Standard Divioes, in the 
matter of " One Baptism for the Remission of Sins." Rendered 
necessary by, and containiogf a Reply to, certain Mis-statements 
and Comparisons contained in a Letter to the Bishop of Exeter, 
from WiLiiAM Goods, M.A., F.S.A., Rector of All Hallows the 
Great and Less, London. Demy 8to., price 4s. 



WEBB.— SKETCHES OF CONTINENTAL ECCLESI- 
OLOGY. Ecdesiolog^ical Notes in Belgium, the Rhenish Pro- 
vinces, Bavaria, Tyrol. Lombardy, Tuscany, the Papal States, snd 
Piedmont. By the Rev. Benjamin Wxbb, M.A., of Trinity 
College, Cambridge. Demy 8vo. cloth, price l6s. 

"Those who have travelled in Mr. Webb's track, (the usual route 
2iii - ^^?**^ •navellers.) as weU as those who are about to do so, 
1 5" "r? ^^^ * pleasant and valuable companion. We have 
SltS'^**"** ^°^ highly its merits wiU be appreciated by those for 
2SSrf!S.!!2L?'°".PS^*»^^y written. It teems with Architectural, 
soclesiological, and Ritual DetaUs.**--0Mrdiim. 
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WH£EIJ:B.->SERM0NS preached in the Parish Churches 
of Old and New Shoreham, Sassez. By Wm. Whkblbb, B.D., 
I Vicar. Svo. doth, price lOs. 6d. 

1 WHTTEHEAD.— COLLEGE LIFE. 

Letters to an Under-Oradaate. By the Rev. THOMAS WHYTE- 
I HEAD, M.A., late Fellow of S. John^s College, Cambridge, and 

Chaplain to the Bishop of New Zealand. Foolscap Svo. cloth, 

38. 6d. 

WOODWAKD.— DEMONIACAL POSSESSION; its Na- 
ture and Cessation. A Prize Essay. By the Rev. Thomas 
Woodward, M.A., Formerly Scholar of Trinity College, Dublin j 
Curate Assistant of Fethard, in the Diocese of Cashel. Demy 
8vo., price 2s. 

** Mr. Woodward is well known as an accomplished scholar i in this 
work he ably traces the malignant agency of our great enemy in 
directly counterworking the schemes of Providence — we mnst say 
that it will indeed repay a perusal; as a mere specimen of masterly 
-writing it will please all admirers of classical English." — Dublin Post, 

WBAT. — THE MORAL CONSEQUENCES OF A 

FALSE FAITH. A Sermon preached at the Church of S. Martin's 
in the Fields, Liverpool, on Sunday, the 5th of November, 1848. 
By the Rev. Cbcil Wrat, M.A. Published at the request of the 
Congr^ation. Demy 8vo., 6d. 

WBAV. — CONGREGATIONAL INDEPENDENTS, 
Ad Inquiry into their Faith and Practice. By the Rev. H. Wrat, 
M.A., Curate of Kirkham. Price 3d. This Tract is printed for 
distribution. 

THE WREATH OF LILIES. A Gift for the Young, 
Being the Scripture account, with easy commentary and appro- 
priate verse, of the varioas Events in the Life of the Blessed Virgin, 
from the Annunciation to the Day of Pentecost. By the Author 
of " Hymns and Scenes of Childhood." 18mo. cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

'* We rejoice in being able to testify that it is upon the whole a very 
successful effort, which we hope may lind imitators.*'— CAruMan 
Remembrancer, 

WILLIAMS.— ANCIENT HYMNS FOR CHILDREN. 
By the Rev. ISAAC WILLIAMS, B.D. 18mo. cloth, price is. 6d. 

WILLIAMS.— HYMNS ON THE CATECHISM. 
, By the Rev. I. WILLIAMS, B.D. l8mo. cloth, price is. 6d. 
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The Yolames may be had separately, in morocco, price 28. 6d. eacb, 

addiUoHal to the price in cloth. 



I. TALES of the VILLAGE CHILDREN. By the Rct. 
F. E. Paobt. First Series, indudiogr "The Singers,*' *'Tbe 
Wake," "The Bonfire,** "Beating the Bounds,'* "HaUowmas 
Bye, "A Sunday Walk and a Sunday Talk.** 2nd Edition, i8mo., 
with numerous cuts, neatly bound Id cloth, 2s. 6d. 

*»* For School Rewards, &c, the Tales may be had in a packet, 

sorted, price 2s., or 4d. each. 

II. THE HOPE of the KATZEKOPFS. A Fairy Tale, 
Illnstrated by Scott. Cloth, 2s. 6d. Second Edition. With a 
Preface by the Author, the Rev. F. E. PAGET. 

III. HENRI DE CLERMONT ; or, the Royalists of La 
Vendue. A Tale of the French Revolution. By the Rev. 
William Oebslkt. With cuts, cloth, 2s. 

IV. POPULAR TALES from the German, including 
Splndler*s S. STLYKSTxa's Night ; HaulTs Cold Hbart, &c. 
With cuts, from Franklin. Cloth, is. 6d. 

V. TALES of the VILLAGE CHILDREN. By the Rev. 
F. E. PAGET. Second Series, containing "Merry Andrew.** 
" The Pancake Bell,** "The April Fool.'* Second Edition. With 
cuts, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

VI. THE TRIUMPHS of the CROSS. Tales and Sketches 
of Christian Heroism. By the Rev. J. M. NEALE. 2nd Sdition. 
Cloth, price 2s. 

VII. EARLY FRIENDSHIP ; or, the Two Catechumens, 
doth, price is. 6d. 

VIIL THE SWEDISH BROTHERS. Cuts, Is. 6d. cloth. 

IX. THE CHARCOAL BURNERS. Cloth, price Is. 6d. 

X. LUKE SHARP ; or, Knowlkdgb without Religion. 
A Tale of Modem Education. By the Rev. F. E. Paobt. Sa. 6d. 

XI. GODFREY DAVENANT ; A Tale of School Life. 
By the Rev. William E. Hktoatb, M.A. Price 2s. 6d. 

XIL LAYS OF FAITH AND LOYALTY. By the Ven. 
Archdeacon CHURTON, M.A., Rector of Crayke. Price Sa. 

XIIL THE TRIUMPHS of the CROSS. Part II. Chris- 
tian Enoukanck. By the Rev. J. M. Nxalb, M.A., price 2s. 

XIV. AN INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF 
MODERN GEOGRAPHY. Carefnlly compUed ; including the 
Latest Discoveries, and a Chapter on Ecclesiastical Geoarraphy. 
By the Rev. H. HOPWOOD, M.A. With a Map coloured to 
show the Christian, Heathen, and Mahometan Countries. Enelisb 
Possessions, &c. Price 28. 6d. * 
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JUTXNILB SNOLISHUAN'S LIBBAKT CONTINUBO. 

XV. COLTON GREEN. A Talc of the Black Country. 
By the Bev. William Grbslst. Price 2s. 6d. 

XVI. A HISTORY OF PORTUGAL from its erection 
into a separate kingdom to the year 1836. Price 28. 6d. 

XVII. POYNINGS. A Tale of the Revolution, 1688. 
Price 28. 6d. 

'* A spirited and stirring Tale of the Rev<itatiasi."—Eeele9UuHe. 

XVIII. THE MANGER OF THE HOLY NIGHT, 

with the Taim of thb Pkincb Schkbimuno and thb Pkincbss 
ScHWXiosTiLLA. From the German of Gvido Gorrbs. By 
C. E. H., Morwenstow. Sixteen Dlnstrations. Price as. 
"ThisisaniceChristmasTale, with a good moral. Thelntrodac- 
tion is beaatiloUy written."— Iffn^licA Churchman, 

XIX. STORIES FROM HEATHEN MYTHOLOGY 
AND GREEK HISTORY, for the Use of Christian Children. By the 
Rev. J. M. NBALBt M.A., Author of "Tales of Christian Heroism," 
'* Christian Endurance," &c.. Warden of SackviUe College, East 
Grinsted. 28. 

XX. STORIES FROM THE CHRONICLERS. 

(Froissabt). niostrating the History, Manners, and Customs 
of the Reign of Edward III. «By the Rev. HENRT P. DUNSTBR, 
M.A. Price 28. 6d. 

XXI. GODFREY DAVENANT AT COLLEGE. By the 
Rev. William Hbvoatb, M.A. l8mo. Price Ss. 6d. 



ENGLISH HISTORY FOR CHILDREN. From the In- 
vasion of the Romans, to the Accession of Queen Victoria. By 
the Rev. J. M. Nbalb, M.A. A New Edition, Revised. 18mo. 
doth. Price as. 6d. j School Edition, is. 8d. 

A HISTORY OF ROME. 

By the Rev. SAMUEL FOX, M.A., F.S.A. Price 88. 

A HISTORY OF SPAIN. By the Rev. Bennett G. 
Johns, Head Master of Dolwich Grammar School, late of S. 
Mark's College, Chelsea. Price 2s. 6d. 

A HISTORY OF PORTUGAL from its erection into a 
separate kingdom to the year 1836. Price 2s. 6d. 

The following are in preparation : 
A HISTORY OF GREECE. Nearly rewfy. 

A HISTORY OF FRANCE. By the Rev. JOSEPH HASKOLL^ B.A. 

A HISTORY OF GERMANY. By the Rev. W. D. MILLETT, M.A. 

A HISTORY OF HOLLAND. By the Rev. S. H. LANDON, M.A. 
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REWARD BOOKS. 



THE SEVEN CORPORAL WORKS OF MERCY.— In 
Seren Tales. In a Packet, price 6d.j or booud in omaxnenta] 
covet, Sd. 



FMdinff the Hangry. 
Giving Drink to tbe Tliintf . 
dothinff the Naked. 
Taking In the Stranger. 



VisitiDf the Sick. 
Visiting tbe Prisoner. 
Burying the Dead. 



THE SEVEN SPIRITUAL WORKS OF MERCY.— 
In a Packet, Price fld., or bound in Ornamental Cover, 8d. 



Forgiving Injuries. 
Saffiering Wrongs Patiently. 
Praying for others. 



Ckransdling the Donbtfol. 
Teaching the Ignorant. 
Admonishing the Sinner. 
Comforting the Afflicted. 

THE HALF.HOLIDAY. A Packet of Six Tales, contain, 
ing Six Dilferent Ways of Spending a Half- Holiday. In a Packet. 
Price 6d. 



Self-DeniaL 
Kindness. 
Charles Witlmell. 



Usefulness. 

Mischief. 

The Good Daughter. 



THE SCHOLAR'S NOSEGAY. Being a series of Talcs 
and Conversations on Flowers. In a packet, containing 13, price 
Is. ; or neatly bound, is. 6d. 



Introduction. 

The Daisy. 

The Violet. 

The Arum. 

Tbe Crocus. 

The Strawberry Blossom. 

The Danddion. 



The Palm. 

The Hawthorn. 

Tbe Tulip. 

The Sunflower. 

Grass. 

The Forget-me-not. 



FLOWERS AND FRUIT, ETC. For Little Cluldren. 
In a packet, price is. ; or bound in cloth, is. 6d. 



Lucy J or, the Violet. 
Alice) or, the Daisy. 
Mary ; or, the Sunflower. 
Rachel; or, the Strawberry 

Blossom. 
Crocuses; or, the Field of 

Flowers. 



Lilies ; or. Light in Darkness. 
Heart's Ease; or. Chamber ot 

Peace. 
Tbe Orphan's Home. 
Christmas. Tide ; or, the Words 

of a King. 
The Foundling. 



In a packet, price 6d. 

The Root of Bitterness. | What is Liberty ? 

Sunday in the Country. i Cicely and Agnes. 

Tbe AUotment Ground. | The First Shilling. 

Questions on Christian Doctrine and Practice 
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TWOPXSNOBi 



The Two Sheep. 

XitUe Stories for Little Children. 

•* I am BO happy." 

The Brother's Sacrifice. 

The Dumb Boy. 

Marg^aret Hunt. 

The Sprained Ande. 

Dishonesty. 

The Little Lace Girl. 

The Ravens. 

The Cat and her Kittens. 

Rose Bgrlington. 



Battle Orahame. 
Tale of a Tortoise. 
Elements of English History. 
A Few Prayers and a Few words 

about Prayer. 
How to be UseAil and Happy. 
Lucy Ford. 

Cripple of Rothenstein, 
The Loan's Prayer \ the Christlaii 

instructed in its impart and 

use. 
The Prize. 



Life of Dr. Allestree. 

Poor Henry; or, the Little Pil- 

g^m. 
Rebecca Dennis and Mary Purdy. 
Joseph Paeliler, OT the Man who 

would be rich. 
Neale's Hymns for Children. 

ist. Series. 
Ditto Snd Series. 

Ditto Srd Series. 

The Ocean Current. 



Memoir of a Sunday Scholar. 
Poor Churchman's Calendar. 
Hannah and Alice. 
Hymns for Children of the 

Church of England. 
Maurice FavUle. 
The Primroses. 
London Pride. 
Midsummer Day. 
Phoebe, or the Hospital. 



FOVBPENCE. 
In a Packet of IS, 4s. 



The Sfaigers. 

The Wake. 

Beating the Bounds. 

The Bonfire. 

Hallowmas Ere. 

A Sunday Walk and a Sunday 

Talk. 
Legend of S. Dorothea. 
Dream of S. Perpetna. 
Siege of Nisibis. 
Christian Heroism. 
The Little Miners. 
The Secret. 

Little Willie, the Lame Boy. 
Try Again. 

MiBS Peck's Adrentnres. 
A Day's Pleasure. 
The Drunkard's Boy. 



The Cottage in the Lane. 

The Railroad Boy. 

The Christian's Converse 

Smith's Church Catechism illus- 
trated. 

The Schoolmaster} a Tale of the 
Thirty Years* War. 

Homeck's Lives of the Primitive 
Christians. 

Consolation, or Benefits of Inter- 
cessory Prayer. 

Robert Lee. 

Annie's Grave. 

Ways of overcomfaig Temptation. 

Mangin's Catechism on the 
Church. 

Laura T. 



D 2 
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The Chrlttian Chad's Book. Pt.I. 
Ditto Pirt II. 

HymDi for Little Children. 
The Idand Choir. 
The Mystery of Markingr. 
The Shepherds of Bethlehem. 
The Garden in the Wildemees. 
The Convert and Hester Martin. 
Harry and Ardiie. Part I. 
Ditto Part II. 

The Daily Life of the Christian 

Child. 
The Last Sleep of the Christian 

Child. 
Progrress of the Church since the 

Reformation. 
Michael the Chorister. 
Sister's Care. By the Author of 

" Blichael the Chorister.*' 
Edward Tnieman. 
Bird-keepings Boy. 
A Sunset Reverie. 
Rachel Ashhum. 



Sunsetting:; or. Old Age in its 

Glory. 
Honor Delafont. 
The Penitent's Path. 
The Precious Stones of the King's 

House. 
Fredoic Lambert; or, the Stn 

dent of Leipsig. 
The Young Drummer; or, the 

Atnectionate Son. 
The Ten Commandments in 

Verse. 
Easy Tales for LitUe Children. 
Little Stories for Little Children. 
Gerhard's Meditations. 
Harry and Walter. 
The Friends. 
Lucy Parker. 
Olive Lester. 
YiUage Story. 
Harriett and her Sister. 
Poor Churchman's Calendar, cl. 



SZGHTPENCE. 



Plain Reading Lessons from 
Scripture History. 

Nelson's Guide to the Holy Com- 
munion. 

Manual for OonflrmaUon. 

Moral Songs, paper. 



The Seven Corporal Works of 

Mercy, bds. 
The Seven Spiritual Works of 

Mercy, bds. 
Hook's Cross of Christ. 



NIKEFENCIL 



Moral Songs, in Three Parts. 

JKen's Practice of Divine JLiOve. 

Ketdewell's Companion for the 
Penitent. 

Sanderson's Christian Content- 
ment. 

Homeck's Daily Exercises. 



Progress of the Chnrdi since the 
Bieformation, cloth. 

Taylor's Death, Judgment, Hea- 
ven, and Hell. 

Life of Bishop Bull. 

Life of Jones of Nayland. 



TENPENCE. 



Finchley Manuals, Cooking. 

Ditto, Gardening. 

Ditto, Young Servant's Guide. 



Mystery of Marking, doth. 
Neale's Hymns for the Sick, stiff 
cover. 
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The Christian Child's Book, cloth. 

Oresley's Treatise on the Church. 

Hymns for Little Children, cloth. 

Hymns on Scripture Characters. 

Moral Songps, cdoth. 

Monro's Dark River, stiff cover. 

Monro's Vast Army, ditto. 

Monro's Harry and Archie, com- 
plete. 

Patrick's Parable of the Pilgrim. 

The Young Churchman's Manual. 

Commentary of the Seven Peni- 
tential Psalms. 

Recollections of a Soldier's 
Widow. 

life of Bishop Andrewes. 

Life of Dr. Hammond. 

Life of Bishop Wilson. 

Bessie Gray, doth. 

Edward l^eraan, cloth. 

Birdkeeping Boy, cloth. 

Reeds shaken by the Wind. 



A Drop in the Ocean. 

Cinderella in verse. 

Hopwood's Child's Geography. 

Johns' Easy Dictation Lessons. 

Johns' Questions on the Penta- 
teuch. 

The King's Daughter. 

Neale's H} mns for Children, cl. 

Christmas Eve and other Poems 

The Path of Life, stiff cover. 

Steps to the Altar. 

Cosin's Private Devotions. 

Self-Devotion. 

Story of a Dream. 

The Scholar's Nosegay. 

Fruits and Flowers. 

Sibter's Care, cloth. 

Michael the Chorister, doth. 

Biddy Kavanagh, &c. 

The Doctrine <rf the Cross illns> 
trated. 



OKE SHILLZNO AND SIXPENCE. 



The Child's New Lesson Book. 

The Christian's Chamber Compa- 
nion. 

Findiley Manual of Cooking. 
Best Edition. 

Gresley's Holiday Tales, stiff 
cover. 

The Horn Book. First Series. 
Ditto Second Series. 

Taylor's Life of CaaiST. 

Russell's Lays of the Early 
Church. 

Was it a Dream? and the New 
Churchyard. 

WiUiams' Andent Hymns for 
Children. 

Wakefldd's Five Hundred Cha- 
rades from History, &c. 

Devout Chorister, cloth. 



Poor Henry and other Stories, d. 
Robert Marshall* &c., doth. 
Charlton's English Grammar. 
The Christian Servant's Book. 
Fouqu^'s Aslauga and her Knight. 
Milman's Voices of Harvest. 
Neale's Hymns for the Sick, d. 
The Art of Contentment. 
Sears' Scripture Prints, plain. 

(Set of 12.) 
Popular Tales from the German. 
Early Friendship. 
The Swedish Brothers. 
The Charcoal Burners. 
Joseph Paehler and other Stories, 

cloth. 
Parish Tracts, (6 Tales) cloth. 
Littie Annie and her Sisters. 



Conversations on the Church Service, is. 3d. 
Tracts for the Working People, doth, is. 4d. 
Paget's Rich and Poor. 2 Parts, is. 4d. each. 

ONE SHILLING AND EIGHTPENOE. 



Gresley's Clement Walton, stiff 

cover. 
Gresley's Seige of Uchfidd, do. 
Gresley's Charles Lever, ditto. 



Neale's Church Tour, Part I. 
Ditto Part II. 

Neale's English History, limp 
doth. 
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TWO 8HILLZHM. 



AduiM* Grantngliaiii I or, Hit 
MHaaiooary. 

The Vine on tlie Mountain. 

GhnMle7'8 Forest of Arden, stiff 
cover. 

Gre8le7*s Chnrch Ciaverin;, do. 

Gre8le7'a Holiday Tales, ditto. 

Bishop Andrewes* Parochial Ser- 
mons. 

Smith's Deroat Chorister. 

Neale's Christian Heroism. 

Neale's Christian Endurance. 

Neale*s Stories lirom Heathen 
Mythology. 

Neale's Deeds of Faith. 

Fox's Noble Army of Martyrs. 



Wakefidd's Mental Exerdaes. 

The Christian Seryanf a Book, 
bound. 

Flower's Tales of FUth and Pro- 
vidence. 

Ken's Practice of Divine Love. 

Neale's Agrnes de Tracy. 

Hymns for Public and Private 
Use. 

Gresley's Henri de Clermont. 

Chnrtcm's Lays of Faith and 
Loyalty. 

The Manger of the Holy Night. 

Besanf s Geographical Questions 

Stories of Touth and Childhood. 



TWO SHZLLZNGB AND SZXPEHOE. 



Arden's Manual of Catechetical 

Instruction. 
Chapters on Deacons. 
Millard's Historical Notices of 

Choristers. 
Monro's Dark River. 
Monro's Vast Army. 
Monro's Combatants. 
Monro's Revdlers, ftc. 
Paget's Tales of Village Children. 

VoLI. 
Ditto Vol. II. 

Heygate's Godfrey Davenant. 
Heygate's Godfrey Davenant at 

College. 
Poynings ; a Tftle of the Revolu • 

tion. 
Dunster's Stories from Frcdssart. 
Monro's Stories of Ootfesgers. 
Guardian Angels. 



llie Child's New Lesson Book, 
coloured. 

The Child's Book of Ballads. 

Hymns and Scenes of Childliood. 

Margaret; an olden Tsle. 

Parish Tracts, cloth. 

Paget's S. Antholin's. 

Poole's Sir Raoul de Broc. 

Smith's Devout Chorister, roan 
tuck. 

Tute's Champion of the Croas. 

The Hope of the Katzdco]}^ 

Paget's Luke Sharp. 

Hopwood's Geography. 

Gresley's Colton Green. 

History of Portugal. 

Neale's English History for Chil- 
dren. 

Johns* History of Spain. 



Churchman's Companion. Vols. I. and II. 2s. gd. each. 



THBEE SEZLLZHGS. 



Flower's Reading Lessons for 

Sehocds. 
Gresley's Frank's Trip to the 

Ccmtinent, stiff cover. 
Johns* Collects and Catechistaig. 
Moberly'sStoriesfrom Herodotus 



Fox's History of Rome. 
Kings of England. 
Paget's Milford Malvoisin. 
Sears' Scripture Prints, coloured, 

(set of la). 
Holy Men of Old. 
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TBB£E SHILLnreS Ain> SIXPENCE. 



Knttusiasm not Religion. 

lgj«}ey»s Charles Le?er. 

15© Inheritance of Evil. 

i^n»ine»8 Lays of Israel. 

ine Lord of the Forest and his 

Vassals, 
Theodore, his Brother and Sisters 
Jagefs Christian's Day. 
Pietas Metrica. 
^Jn. Apostolica. 
The Churchman's Companion. Vols. III., IV., V., and VI. 



The Birthday. 

6resley*s Clement Walton. 

Heygate's William Blake. 

Kilvert's Home Discipline. 

Lady Ella. 

Neale*s Mirror of Faith. 

Neale*s Stories of the Crusades. 

Songrs of Christian Chivalry. 

The Wreath of lilies. 

Captive Maiden. 



FOUR SHILLZNeS. 

Presley's Seige of Uchfield. I Gresley's Church Claveiing. 

(^resley's Forest of Arden. | Church Poetry. 

Christian Gentleman's Daily Walk. 



T0X7B SHILLINaS AND SIXPENCE. 



The Baron's Little Daughter and 
other Tales. 

Evans* Outline of Sacred History. 

Hicks* Lectures on the Epiphimy. 

The Island of Uberty. 

Neale's Duchenier; or, the Re- 
volt of JjBL Vendue. 



Poole's Htetory of 
Ditto 



England. 
Vol. I. 
VoL II. 



Abbey Church. 
Scenes and Characters. 
Gresley's Coniston Hall. 
Gresley's Frank's Trip to the 

Continent. 
Gresley's Bernard Leslie. 
The Maiden Aunt. 
Paget's Pageant. 
Days acd Seasons. 
Poetry, Past and Present. 



FIVE SHILLINGS. 



The Altar, or Meditations in 
Verse. By the Author of " The 
Cathedral." 

Jenkins' Cotemporary Annals of 
the Kings of Israel, &c. 

Paget's Sursum Corda. 

Teale's lives of English Divines. 



Paget's Warden of Berkingholt. 

Bunbury's Evenings in the Py- 
renees. 

English Churchwomen of the 
17th Century. 

The Church in the Cloisters ; or, 
the History of Monasteries. 
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NEW TRACTS, ETC. 

LONDON PAROCHIAL TRACTS. 

1. Conyenlaii, In Two FajrtB. Price id., 14b. per lOO. 

S. Be One Again. An Eamedt Entreaty from a Clergyman to his 
Peoide to Ui^te in Public Worship. Price id., 7s. per lOO. 

a. Hie Cnordi a Family t at, a Letter from a Qergymam to tiie 
Pariahiotters apon their Blessings and Duties as Members of 
the Household of God. Price l^., or lOs. 0d. per too. 

4. Advice to Christian Parents. Price id., or 78. per 100. 

f The Privilege of Daily Sorice. Price id., or 7s. per 100. 

t. The Church Service and Church Music. Price id., or 78. per 100. 

7. A Few Words to Choristers. Price ^d., or 3s. fid. per 100. 

8. The Mystory of Godliness. Price id., or 7s. per 100. 

9. A Few more Words to Choristers. Price ^., or ss. 0d. per lOO. 

10. The Worship of the Body {being a Few Plain Words about a Plain 

Duty. Price id., or 7s. per lOO. 

11. The Use of Confirmation. Price id., or 14s. per lOO. 
IS. On Almagivfaig. Price 4d., or ss. 6d. per lOO. 

18. The Way to beeome Rich. Price ^., or Ss. 6d. per 100. 

14. A Popular View of Anglo-CathoUdsm and Anglo-Cafhoiics. 

Price Id., or 7s. per 100. 

15. On the Reverence we ought to show in the House of Gon. 

Price ^d., or ss. 0d. per lOO. 

16. On Unchastity before Marriage. Price Id., or 7>* per 100. 

17. Amy, the Factory Girl. Price ^d., or 3s. 6d. i>er 100. 

18. On Almsdeeds. Price id., or Ss. 0d. per 100. 

PARISH TRACTS. In 1 vol., price 2g. 6d. doth, or in 
sq^arate parts. 

1. Wandering Willie, the Sponsor. 8d. 
S. Dermot, the Unbaptized. Sd. 
S. Old Robert Gray. Sd. 

4. Tlie Ministration of Public Baptism of Iniiuits to be used in the 

Church. 4d. 

5. Short and Simple Forms of Family Prayer. 3d. 

0. Short Instructions and Devotions for the Sick. Sd. 

7. A Word of Counsel to the Parents of Children attending Paro- 

chial Schools. Id. 

8. LitUe Betsy. A Village Memoh:. 3d. 

9. Mabel Brand. A Tale of the Burial Service. Sd. 

10. A Plain Sermon respecting Godftthers and GodnKithen. id. 

Complete in l vol. cloth, Ss. 6d. Nos. 1, 8, S, 8, and 9, bound toge- 
ther, limp cloth, is. 0d. 

FOUR-PAGE TRACTS, suited also for Tract Covers. 

1. Scripture Rules for Holy living. — 8. Baptism and Registration. 

—-3. George Herbert.— 4. Dreamland.— 6. Songs for Labourers.— 

d. Plain Directions for Prayer, with a few Forms.— 7* Reasons for 

Dally Service.— 8. Easter Songs.— 9. The Good Shepherd.— 10. 

MoarnJng and Evening Hymns.— 11. A Few Reasons for Keephig 

I?!L^^?!i!l ^^ Festivals.- 18. The Church Calendar. Price 88. 
in packets of 50. 
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TRACTS FOR THE WORKING CLASSES. By Sos- 

TBBNBS. 

No. I. Thooghts on the late Revolution in France. — II. Ck>inma- 
Dism and Chartism.— III. The Special Constable and the Chartist. 
— ly. Six New Points for the Charter.— V. On the Origin of Pro- 
perty. — YJ. Employment of the People.— VII. The Destiny of 
Nations.— VIII. The Red Repablicans. 
The above may be had strongly bound in doth, suited to Lending 
Libraries in Manufacturing Districts. Price is. 4d. 

THE SCOTTISH CHURCH TRACTS. 

1. Constitution of the Christian Church. By Bishop Jul L7. l^d. 

2. Slothful Habits inconsistent with Devotion. By the Rev. W. 

L^w. I^d. 

S. Chrifttian Humility. By the Rev. W. Law. l^d. 

4. The Treasure of the Holy Scriptures. By Alex. Knox, Esq. l^d. 

5. Christian Unity. By Bishop SsABuar. Id. 

6. The Cross of Christ. Id. 

7. Wherefore should we Venerate the Church ? id. 

8. The Year of the Church, id. 

9. Baptismal Regeneration. Id. 

10. The Season of Lent. id. 

1 1 . The Claims of the Holy Week. Id. 

COITFIBMATZON. 

Confirmation Catechetically Explained. By the Rev. W. Blunt. 

Price 3d., or sis. per 100. 
The Seal of the Lord. A Catechism on Confirmation. By the Bishop 

of Brbchin. Price Hd., or lOs. fid. per lOO. 
Questions and Answers on Confirmation. Price id., or 6s. per 100. 
Confirmation ooniddered Doctrinally and Practically in Four Sermons. 

Price 18. 
Instructions about Confirmation. By tbe Rev. W. DoDb worth. 

Price Id., or 78. per 100. 
The Use of Confirmation. By the Rev. W. Grsblxt. Price Sd., or 

14s. per 100. 
Meditations on Confirmation. Price 4d. 

Pbstoral Advice on Confirmation. By the Rev. Dr. Hook. Price sd. 
A Plain Tract on Confirmation, with Prayers. By the Rev. W. G. 

Toon. Price Sd., or 148. per lOO. 
Questions proposed to Candidates for Confirmation. Price Sd. 
A Manual for Christians Unconfirmed. Price Sd., or 14s. per 100. 
A Manual f6r Unbaptized Children. Price 2d., or l4s. per lOO. 
A Manual for Unbaptized Adults. Price 3d., or 14s. per lOO. 
Plain Remarks upon Baptism and Spiritual Regeneration. By the 

Rev. W. O. Todd. Price Sd., or 14s. per 100. 



What says the Church concerning Regeneration in Holy Baptism ? Sd* 
Christian Fellowship. Price id. 

An Address to Congregations of the Church on the Devotional Use of 
the Church Service. BytheRev. W. Dodsworth. is. fid. per lOO. 
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An Addreis to Godfathers and Godmothers. By the Rev. W. Doj>a« 

WORTH. Price ss. per 100. 
A Few Plain Obsenrations on the Rigrht of Private Judgment. 6d. 
The Theory of Development Briefly Considered. By the Rev. W. 

GaBSLKT. Price 3d. 
The Law of the Anglican Chorch the Law of the Land. Price 2d. 
A Letter on the Scottish Commuoion Office. Price 4d. 
Of the Dae and Lowly Reverence to be done by all at the mention of 

the Holy Name of Jssvs in time of Divine Service. Id., 7s. per lOO. 
Tlie Gflfertory the best Remedy for the Present Distress. 2s. 6d. per 100. 
A Few Plain Reasons for Remaining in the English Church. 4d. 
Tlie Roman not the Catholic church. By an English Priest. 4d. 
A Letter on the Propriety and Necessity of Collections at the OflTertory. 

By the Bishop or Syonby. Price 4d. 
Catholic Reasons for rejecting the Modern Pretensions and Doctrines 

of the Church of Rome. By the Rev. Ckcil Wkat. Price 2d., 

or 14s. per lOO. 
Jesuitism in the Church. A Brief Address to Churchmen, pointing 

oat the true quarter in which, if anywhere, we are now to look 

for it. Price Id. 
A Few Plain Words f^om a Clerg]rman to his Parishioners on the Use 

of the Church Burial Service for Dissenters. By the Rev. 6. 

Maoan. Price Id. 
Learn to Die. Price ^d., or 3s. fid. per 100. 

Congregational Independents : An Inquiry into their Faith and Prac- 
tice. By Hbnrt Wrav, M.A. Price 3d. 
Sisters of Mercy in the Church of England. Price 2d. 
The Holiness of a Christian Child ; being an Earnest Appeal to all 

Christian Parents on the Regeneration of their Children in the 

Sacrament of Baptism. By the Rev. £. WALFuan, M.A. 3d. 
A Short Devotional Service for Lent. Price 6d. 
A Prose Hymn for Children, pointed for Chanting. By the Rev. W. J. 

Jbnsxns, M.A. Price id., or 7s. per lOO. 
Poems for Young and Loving Hearts. By the Rev. EnMuxn Wo&l- 

LEDOK, M.A. Price 4d. 
Little Salem. By a Pilgrim. Price 3d. 
A Revival of Old Church of England Principles, no New Faith. A 

Few Plain Words addressed to those who think. By the Rev. 

W. B. Flowbr. Price fid. 
A Few Words of Hope on the Present Crisis of the English Church. 

By the Rev. J. M. Nbalb, M.A. Price Sd., by post 4d. 
A Few Words to some of the Women of the Church of G on in England. 

By LvDTA, Mother Superior of the Sisters of Mercy of Devonport 

and Plymouth. Price 5d., by post fid. 
An Easter Ofltering, from a Shiful Servant in Christ's Church. Com- 
prising Hymns for Palm Sunday, Passion Week, and Easter Tide. 

Price 3d. 
A Sermon on the Sacrifice on Easter Day. Turned into English 

from the Anglo-Saxon of JSliric, sometime Archbishop of Can- 

terbury. Price Id. 
A Christian Remembrancer. Price Id., or 7s. per 100. 
TVutb. Price id., or 25 for is. fid. 
Family and Private Prayers selected chiefly from the Works of English 

Divines. Price 2d. 
Advent Prayers and Meditations. Price fid. 



ALDE&SOATB STREET, AND NEW BOND STREET. 49 

"What I do at the Public Service of God. Price id. 

Closet Praf ers for both Morning and Night throughout the Year. 

Do you Remember Ascension Day ? Price 28 . 6d. per 100. 

The English Churchman's Guide to the House of Prayer. By the Rev. 

R. B. Paul, M.A., Vicar of S. Augustine's, Bristol. Price 2d. 
A Litany for Children. Price id. 

BROAD SHEETS. 

Our Parish Church. Price id., or 7s. per 100. 

The Bishop of New Jersey on the Offertory. 38. 6d. per 100. 

The Creed as externally set forth and enforced by the Church 

Calendar. Price 4d. 
A Tabular View of English History with Collateral Events. Price is. 
A Chart of Gospel Harmony. Price 6d. 

Private Devotion. A Short Form for the use of Children. Price id. 
The Daily Life of the Christian Child. Price 2d. 
The Last Sleep of the Christian Child. Price 2d. 
Devotions for the Time of Dressing, l^d., or lOs. 6d. per 100. 
Devotions for the Time of Undressing, l jd., or lOs. 0d. i>er 100. 

CEBTIFICATE CARDS OF CONFIRMATION, &c. 

Certificates of Confirmation and Holy Communion. Printed in red 
and black, 2d., or 14s. per lOO ; strong Paper cloth Envelopes for 
ditto, 4s. per 100. 

Certificates of Baptism, Confirmation, and First Communion. On a 
large Card. 2d., or 14s. per 100. 

Certificate of Confirmation and Communion, on a beautifully Orna- 
mented large Card. Price 2d. 



How to Spend Sunday Well and Happily, id., or 78. per 100. 
Address to Parents of {Children at National and Sunday Schools, id., 

or 78* per lOO. 
A Few Words on the Blessed Sacrament of the Lord's Supper. 2d., 

or 148. per lOO. 
Rules for a Young Christian, id., or 78. per 100. 
The Sponsor's Duty. Price 2s. fid. per 100. 

Mxrsic. 

CBOMPTON.— THE PREFACES IN THE OFFICE OP 

THE HOLY COMMUNION, with thdr Ancient Chant. Adapted 

by the Rev. John L. Crompton, M.A. Preceded by an Historical 

Notice. Royid 4to., price 5s. 

*' A valuable adaptation to the Chant anciently used and sanctioned 

by the Church. We hope to hear of its being adopted wherever the 

Communion Service is chorally performed." — Pariah Choir. 

DIES IRiE. The Latin words taken from the Paris Missal, 

and translated into lilce English metre, by William J. Irovs, 

B.D., with the ritual rouric interlined, and harmonized in the 

ancient Church modes by Charles Child Spkncbr. Price 28. 6d. 

*«* English Words for Congregational Use, Ss. 6d. per 100 ; Latin 

and English, 3d. each. 

B 
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" LAST NIGHT I LAY A SLEEPING.'^ A Christrnw 
Carol. Bjr the Author of the <* Island Choir.*' Hasic Compoeed 
by H. J. Gauntlstt, Mas. Doe. Second edition. Price is. 

FOUR CAROLS set to appropriate Music by the same Com- 
poser. Once in Royal David's (Sty. — ^As Joseph was a Walldn^.*- 
TJpon the Snow-clad earth without.— There were Shepherds once 
abiding' Price is. the set. 

AN EASTER CAROL. The Melody is that of an English 
Sequence of the Thirteenth Century ; the words are adapted fhim 
two ancient Easter Carols. By the Rev. J. M. Nxals, M.A. 6d. 

THE MORNING AND EVENING HYMNS. From the 
" Hymns for Little Children/' set to Music for Qie use of Schools 
and Families. Price 6d. each. 
" Music of an ancient Ecclesiastical character, and which ougrht, 

therefore, to enhance their popularity and extend tlieir adoption." — 

Parish Choir. 

"THE THREEFOLD HEAVENS OF GLORIOUS 
HEIGHT." A Dozology. The Words taken from the '* Cathedral," 
by permission of the Author. The Music by M. A. W. Price is. 

fSit psalter; or, ^isalms of Ba&tB. 

Pointed as they are to be sung in Churches, and divided and ar- 
ranged in Ihiesto Sixty-seven of the Ancient Chants or Tones of the 
Church, with a view to general congregational singing. Each Psalm 
is preceded by one or more appropriate Chants. Price ss. A specimen 
Copy by post, 2s. 6d. 

Companion to the Psalter. 

S5ixt|9s8ehen Iftncintt Ci^ants or ^onts of t^e C^ttnift, 

Arranged in modem notation, and in four parts for the use of Choir, 
Congregation, and Accompanyist ; with an explanatory dissertation 
on the construction, right accent, and proper use of the Ancient Tones. 
Price is., or 1 OS. fid. per dozen. A Copy by Post, is. 2d. 

^^ Canticles, Igpmns, antr Cuetr 

Used in Morning and Evening Prayer, set forth and divided to the 
Ancient Tones of the Church. Each one preceded by a Chant in four 
parts for the use of Choir, Congregration, and Accompanyist. Price 
6d., or d^2 per lOO. A Copy by Post, 8d. 

% %tUction from ^e ®n{re Bsalter, 

Being the Psalms according to the Use of the Book of Common 
Prayer, set forth and arranged to upwards of five hundred Chants ; 
each Psalm having its Chants descriptive of the emotive character of 
the words, and divided somewhat after the manner suggested by 
Bishop Horsley. 

This work is handsomely printed in large type and bold music note, 
and is published in separate Psalters, each being complete with words 
and music. 

1. The Psalter with the Treble Part.— 2. The Psalter with the Alto 
Part.— 3. The Psalter with the Tenor Part.— 4. The Psalter with the Bass 
Part. — 6. The Psalter with the parts compressed for accompaniment. 

_„^ ' ^np 0/ which map be had singly, 

JES^ SELECTION, 2s. 6d. each Vocal Part. The Organ Part with 

worns, 6s* 
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SCHOOL BOOKS. 



Ardeii*8 Catechetical Manual. 
Bezant's Geographical Questions 
Catechism before the Church Ca- 
techism. 
Catechism on Common Prayer. 
Charlton's English Grammar. 
Evans' Chronological Harmony. 
Finchley Manuals, Cooking. 
Ditto, Gardening. 
Ditto, Young Servant's Oaide. 
Flower's Reading Lessons. 
Hicks' Lectures. 
Hopwood's Child's Geography. 
Howe's Lessons on the Globes. 
Hymns for Little Children. 



Hymns on Scripture Characters. 

Johns' Collects. 

Ditto Easy Dictation Lessons. 

Ditto Examination Questions. 

Lessons in Grammar. 

Mangiu's Outline. 

Moral Songs. 

Neale's Hymns for Children. 

Plain Reading Lessons. 

Poole's England. 

Simple Prayers. 

Progressive Prayers. 

Wakefield's Mental Exercises. 

Williams' Ancient Hjnouis. 



GENERAL LITERATURE. 

BUNBUBT.— EVENINGS IN THE PYRENEES, 

Comprising the Stories of Wanderers from many Lands. Edited 
and arranged by SxlinaBunburt, Author of '* Rides in the Psrre- 
nees," " Combe Abbey," &c. Post 8vo., with Engravings, price 
6s., handsomely bound. 

" She writes well, because she thinks correctly ) and there is often 
as much vigronr as of beauty in her descriptions." — Fra»er*» Mageueine, 

CLAYIS BOTANICA. A Key to the Study of Botany ; on 
the System arranged by Linnaus . Fourth Edition, in post 24mo., 
elegantly printed on tinted paper, with Coloured Frontispiece, is. 

CUBTIS.— THE YOUNG NURSE'S GUIDE ; or, IN- 
STRUCTIONS UPON THE GENERAL MANAGEMENT OF 
THE SICK. By Josxph Curtis, M.R.C.S., F.Z.S., one of the 
Surgeons of the Parish of St. Pancras. Royal 18mo., cloth boards, 
price 2s. 

CUBTIS.— ADVICE TO YOUNG MARRIED WOMEN, 
and those who have the Management of the Ltino-in Room, 
upon the General Treatment of Females daring Prbonanct and 
CoNViNBMBNT. Sccond Edition. Price is. 

DE BETOU.— THERAPEUTIC MANIPULATION ; or, 

Medicina Mechanica. A Successful Treatment of various dis- 
orders of the Human Body by Mechanical Application. By I. G. I . 
Da Bbtou, Medical Practitioner in Therapeutic Manipulation. 
Demy 8vo., price is. 0d. 

EHBENHOrr. — MEDICINA GYMNASTICA ; or, 
Therapeutic Manipulation. A Short Treatise on this Science, as 
practised at the Royal Institution at Stockholm. By Cuarlbs 
BBRBNHorF, Member of the Royal Institution at Stockholm. 
Demy 8to., price is. 
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LITTLE ANNIE AND HER SISTERS. Bj E. W. H. 
Printed on llnted Pftper, witli a beantifiil FMntispieoe, embossed 
doth, gilt cdfcs. Fries is. 6d.— Watered Cond Fsper, 1 s. 
The locideots of this little woric sre Facts, and relate to a Family 

BOW morinff In the bigfiest drde of Sodetj. 

"Hie prodncdoo of a pnie-minded and aocompliahed woman, this 
Utde tome is a fit offering for ttte7aaMig.**^LiUermrj Gaz^te. 



MEMORIALS OF THE HI6H6ATE CEMETERY, 
with an Intiodactary Essaj on Epitaphs and GraTestame Poetry. 
In roTal iSmo., with Engrmrings, price is. 

PRICE.— THE MUSES' RESPONSE, a Conversational 
Game. '* A set of Orient Pearls at random stnmg." Selected by 
the MissBs FaicB. Price ss. Od. 
The object of these Cards is to lead to rational amusement and 

intellectoal conTenation. 

K0B80K.->THE OLD PLAY-GOER 

By WILLIAM ROBSON. Post Svo., price 78. 0d. doth. 

STRANGER'S GUIDE TO PARIS. 
SINNETT'S PICTURE OP PARIS & ITS ENVIRONS, 
comprising a Description of the Pnblic Boildings, Parks, Chorcbes, 
ftc. { necessary information on starting j and Notices of the varioas 
Routes from the Coast. With a New Map, containing bird's eye 
Views of Public Buildiogs, and references to the principal Streets, 
Railway StaUons, &c. Price 6s. strongly bound. 

A NEW PLAN OP PARIS, with References to aU the 
Streets, Squares, &c., and Engravings of the Pnblic Buildings in 
their respectiTe situations, by which the Stranger is greatly 
assisted in travelling through the Suburbs. Price 2s. 

TDTMOUTH.— AN INQUIRY RELATIVE TO VA- 
RIOUS IMPORTANT POINTS OF SEAMANSHIP, considered 
as a Branch of Practical Science. By Nicholas Tinmoutb, 
Master Attendant of Her Majesty's Dock-yard at Woolwich. 
8vo., cloth, with Engravings, price 68. 6d. 

WAKZS7SLD.— FIVE HUNDRED CHARADES FROM 

HISTORY, GEOGRAPHY, AND BIOGRAPHY. Second Series. 
Demy l8mo., bound in cloth. By Eliza Wakhvixld. Price 
is. 6d. 

ELECTRO-CHEMICAL COPYING BOOK. 

Extra size large post 4to., containing 240 leaves. Price, com- 
plete, with Ink, Sponge Box, &c., lOs. 6d. 
The attention of the Clkrot, Mxrchants,Banksrs, Pbofkssors, 
AuTMORH, and extry class of Tradrsmkn, is called to this unique 
Article) the simple construction of which enables any person to take 
a Copy of his Letters or other Memoranda instanUy, without the 
(rouble attending the Copying Press. It wiU be of pecuUar advantage 
CO PriaclpaUby enabling them to take their own copies of tJl private 
Letters and Papers. 



PUBLICATIONS 

07 THK 

^ccUiAolosJLCsil latt Cambritrgt Camtren dodet|). 



A Few Words to Churchwardens 

On Churches and Chtirch Ornaments. No. I. Suited to Country 
•Parishes. Now ready, the Fourteenth Edition, revised. Price 3d . 
or 218. par hundred. 

A Few Words to Churchwardens 

On Churches and Church Ornaments. No. II., Suited to Town or 
Manufacturing Parishes. Sixth Edition. Price 8d. 

A Few Words to Church-Builders. 

Third Edition, entirely rewritten. Price is. 

Appendix to the former Editions of a "Few 

Words to Church-Builders"; containing Lists of Models for Win. 
dows. Fonts, and Rood, screens. Price 6d. 

A Few Words to Parish Clerks and Sextons. 

Designed for Country Parishes. A Companion to the " Few Words 
to Churchwardens." Second Edition. Price 2d. 

A Few Words to Churchwardens; 

Abridged from the Two Tracts so named. Third Edition. On a 
sheet, for distribution, or suspension in Vestry-Rooms. 

Advice td Workmen employed in Restoring a 

Church. New Edition. On a Sheet, for distribution, or suspen- 
sion in VQ,stry-Rooms. 

Advice to Workmen employed in Building a 

Church. New Edition. On a sheet, for distribution, or suspen- 
sion in Vestry-Rooms. 

Church Enlargement and Church Arrangement. 6d. 
The History and. Statisticks of Pues. 

Fourth Edition, corrected, with very many additions. 2s. 6d. 

A Supplement to the First and Second Editions 

of '* The History of Pues," containing the additional matter inserted 
in the Third Edition. Price is. 

Twenty-four Reasons for getting rid of Church 

Pues. Ninth Edition. Price id. each, or 6s. per 100. 

An Argument for the Greek Origin and Meaning 

of the Monogram | H S. Price is. 6d. 

On the History of Christian Altars. 

A Paper read before the Cambridge Camden Society, Nov. 28, 1844. 
Price 6d. Second Edition. 

The Orientator. 

A Simple Contrivance for ascertaining the Orientation of Churches. 
. In a case, with Directions for use and Catalogue of Saints' Days. 
Price 2s. 
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Church Schemes; 

Or Fbrma for the daaaliled description of a Church. Sixteenth 
EdldoD, in Fblio and Qaarto, price is. per dozen. 

The Report of the Society for 1847-8-9 ; 

Together with a List of the Members, Laws, &c., of the Societ]r< 
Mce 1 s. (lliis exhibits a general view of the constltation, oldecta, 
and operations of the Society.) 
[Ocqples of the Rqrarts for 1840, 1841, 1848, 184S, and 1844, may 

still be had.] 

The Transactions of the Cambridge Camden Society. 

Part I. 6s. 6d. Part II. 0s. Part III. 7«* Ad. In one vol. doth. 
Price los. 

Working Drawings of Jthe Middle-Pointed Chancel 

of All Saints, Hawton, Notttnghamshire. Engraved in Outline by 
Mr. J. La Kaux, Sen. Atlas folio, jtfl. «s. (To Members, jffl. is.) 
lUs work contains Plans, Sections, and Eleyations of one of the 
finest specimens of Parochial Pointed Architecture in the kingdom. 

The Church of the Holy Sepulchre. 

Some Account of the Church and its Restoration, with an audited 
Statement of the Treasurer's Account. Price 6d. 

An Exterior View of the Same (as restored hy the 

Cambridge Ounden Society.) A Tinted Lithogn4>li, as. Od. 

The Interior of S. Sepulchre's, Cambridge : 

Taken immediately alter its Restoration. A Tinted Lithograph, is. 

A Lithograph of the Font and Cover in the Church 

of S. Edward the Oonfiessor, Cambridge, (as restored by tiie Cam- 
bridge Camden Society.) is. 0d. plain { India piq^, as. 

Stalls and Screenwork in S. Mary*s, Luicaster. 

A Tinted Lithograph. Price is. 

Papers on Funerals and Cemeteries. (Preparing.) 
inutftrat{oni{ o( fUonummtal 9xsaiti. 

With accompanying historical descriptions, and many Architectural 
Lithographs. Complete in 6 parts. 

No. II. 6s. plain ; India-paper Proofs, 7s. 6d. 
Nos. I., III., IV., v., and VI., 8s. plain; India-paper Proofi, lOs. 6d. 

fn^trumenta ^ccUiiaiticiL. 

Vol. 1, ^1. lis. 0d. 

Second Series, published cm alternate months, price Ss. 6d. eadi. 
Parts 1 and a, now ready, containing Plan for Cemetery Chapel, Uch 
House, Desks, Gables, &c. 

LONDON: JOSEPH MASTERS, ALDERSGATE STREET, 
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